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The Day Mrs. Gibson
Shot Our Cat
Eric R . Samuelsen

W

HEN I WAS IN HIGH SCHOOL, we had four next-door neighbors. Due
to our neighborhood's topographical oddities, the contractor who

built our houses had decided on hexagonal backyards, with each house's
back porch looking down into a common gulch. We were lucky; we got
more gulch than our neighbors. This made our backyard a splendid football
field. It was forty yards long and twenty feet wide, which meant that end runs
were somewhat limited. The gulch also had a lovely echo, which was
sometimes unfortunate, as four of the five houses were musically inclined,
and musical tastes differed. The slope down from our house to the gulch was
likewise splendid, especially in the winter when it was covered with snow.
Then, we would rush out of our sauna and slide down the hill in the nude on
Glad trash bags. There is no thrill in the world comparable to sliding down a
hill in the nude, shouting bloodcurdling viking battle cries and throwing
snowballs at each other.
Our neighbors were, all of them, rather odd. To the north were the
Hopsons. The most visible and memorable Hopson was Danny, a skinny,
wild-eyed fellow who used to play furious tetherball matches against
himself, and who would shout communist propaganda at the top of his
lungs while mowing the lawn. We also suspected Danny of teaching his
younger brothers some of the more colorful adjectives that my baby
brother, Rolf, was occasionally prone to spout-usually when the home
teachers were visiting.
Danny tended to overshadow the other members of his family. All I
remember about his father and mother is that he spent a lot of time
wandering around his backyard with a martini in his hand and she spent
most of her time driving their blue poodle to the vet.
To the northwest were the Finks. I never knew who Mr. Fink was until
my dad pointed him out to me one time. He was the grizzled old fellow who
wore his business suit while pulling weeds. I thought he was the gardener.
The other Finks I knew were Jim and Carol. Jim was my age. He was a
drummer for one of the many rock bands that were always cropping up in
our high school.Jim's band was called BrandXand were specialists in afield

Eric R. Samuelsen is a senior in playwriting from Indiana. Eric has
coauthored a play, Letter from a Prophet , with Charles Metten,
which is being premiered at BYU in October, 1 9B0.
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called "top-forty rock" (a misnomer if I ever heard one, as they only knew
eight songs). They were supposed to be fairly good, (loud anyway), in
comparison to most of the other local groups, but I heard their repertoire
nightly and couldn't agree. I liked Snock and Pure Funk better. I heard them
nightly, too, and felt qualified to judge.
Carol Fink was one year older than I was. I don't remember anything
about her now except that she wore blue jeans all the time and that I had a
crush on her.
The Goodspeeds lived to the south of us. Michael Goodspeed was a
genius. His mother said so, anyway, and the facts seemed to support her. He
was twenty-two and had not cut, washed, or brushed his hair for three years.
Though only a senior in high school, Mike was a self-taught virtuoso on the
Moog Synthesizer. Snock was Mike 's group. He wrote all the songs, sang
lead, played synthesizer and owned all the other instruments. Of all his
songs, my favorite was a song called "American Cheese. "
Mike had a sister named Heidi. She also wore blue jeans all the time,
and I also had a crush on her.
I've saved the best for the last. The Gibsons lived to the southwest of us.
--~Gibson (I never did know his first name) was also my age. He was
lead guitarist for Pure Funk. ---was not memorable for anything else,
having taken too many drugs to have much of a personality. - - -'s parents
were something else again.
Mrs. Gibson was a fierce , stout lady in her late fifties. She was an avid
gardener, and I can still see her in her purple stretch pants and an army
jacket pulling weeds. She was a warlike woman. Anything that invaded her
garden-birds, baseballs, moles, or boys in search of baseballs-she
considered The Enemy. She had a beebee gun for the birds, a hoe for the
moles, and she'd have attacked the baseballs and boys if she could have. sh·e
took the hoe to a football once, when we decided to use her fence as the
west goal line and overthrew a pass.
Gardening was not Mrs. Gibson's only passion. Mrs. Gibson also owned
a motorcycle, which she was fond of driving around the block at full speed.
This tended to add to her general popularity and charm, as the cycle was not
equipped with a muffler. Her method of stopping the bike made us wonder
if it was lacking brakes too. She would run it at full speed toward a large
hickory tree in her front yard, leaping off to the side just before it hit. It was
spectacular, particularly for a woman of her age and girth. I doubt if it was
quite so wonderful for the tree, though.
Of Mr. Gibson, nothing much was known. Like his wife, he must have
been quite athletic. Every night he and his wife would get drunk and pass the
evening throwing kitchenware at each other. Sometimes, for variety, she
would chase him around the block waving a skillet over her head; at other
times, he would chase her. No matter who was chasing whom, they would
5
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both shout like Indians, blending in quite nicely with Pure Funk, Brand X,
and Snock.
Indeed, the only one who did not blend in was my father. Dad was, and
is, an opera singer, and he did not approve of Brand X, or of Pure Funk or
Snock either. Usually, he simply ignored them; sometimes, though, to show
them what real music was, he 'd serenade back: arias from Rigoletto or
Carmen or Aida. Dad was a devotee of impromptu recitals anyway, often
favoring us with high B-flats from Cos'i Jan tutte while going shopping, or
one of John the Baptist's arias from Salome while driving by our friends '
houses in a convertible with the top down.
When dad was in "good voice" nothing could stop him. I remember
sitting in nervous agony all the way through my high school graduation,
because dad had been in "good voice" in the car on the way there. Dad
tended to lose all sense of propriety when in "good voice. " (Aside from
humming along with the orchestra in "Pomp and Circumstance," nothing
much happened, though.)
Now, the various eccentricities of our neighbors and ourselves had
been, for a long time, like a chord awaiting resolution. We all knew it had to
resolve sooner or later, and it would be a tremendous relief when it did
resolve, but in the meantime, all was disharmony.Just how it would resolve
we did not know. My mother was afraid that, as was often threatened, the
resolution would include---'Gibson's guitar wrapped around his head,
Mrs. Gibson's beebee gun bashed through Jim Fink's drum set, Mike
Goodspeed's synthesizer dropped into Lake Lemon, Danny Hopson
strangled by his tetherball cord, and dad singing Tannhauser in Monroe
County Jail. I still wonder that it didn 't happen that way.
What actually happened was that Mrs. Gibson shot our cat. My brother
Rob and his friend Higdon and I were playing baseball one evening in our
backyard. Rob had just smashed a prodigious home run into Mrs. Gibson's
tomato plants and we were all pondering the problem of retrieval. Our
ordinary course of action-simply vaulting the fence and fetching it-was
out of the question. We could see Mrs. Gibson sitting on her porch with her
beebee gun on her lap, just daring us to try. The most neighborly and civil
approach would have been to just go up to her house and ask for it; but we
dismissed it as foolhardy. She was accurate enough from her porch with that
thing, and at point-blank range she would never miss. So we had just about
decided to give up baseball for a while, when our rotund and amiable cat,
Rue, who had been watching the goings-on with his customary disinterest,
suddenly made a startled sideways leap into the air. This story might have
been funnier if I could say that Rue immediately began to dash about like an
Indian medicine man summoning rain, or a spastic at a disco, but he didn 't,
so I won't. If he'd been a dog, he might have, but he didn't. Instead, he
merely glared at us all, cursed under his breath, and limped off with an
affronted air.
6
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"What's the matter with her?" asked Rob. (The gender of the cat had
been a matter of dispute for some time.)
"Mrs. Gibson just shot him with her beebee gun," observed Hig
stoically. "And she's aiming at us next. " And so she had, and so she was.
The cat had always "belonged" to my brother, although its actual status
in the house was more that of landlord than tenant. Therefore, my brother,
at this news, immediately walked over to the bat rack where we kept all the
bats and pulled one out. Rob later confided that homicide was not his
intention; the bat was for her tomatoes. But Hig and I did not know this. So
we wrestled him to the ground, took the bat away, and explained how she'd
have filled him with beebees before he could even have gotten over the
fence. We suggested instead that he sic dad on her. To this Rob readily
agreed.
Now, dad is usually the calmest of men. I remember once when I was at
a friend's house and called home with the news that I had broken my arm.
His response was, "Can you wait ten minutes? It's almost halftime." So, when
we told him about Rue, his response was one of perfect reasonableness and
equanimity. He walked to the porch, opened the door, stepped outside, and
without a trace of rancor, bellowed, "What the hell do you think you're
doing, shooting our cat!?" Dad's voice was trained to fill an opera house; it
had no difficulty reaching Mrs. Gibson.
Now, I think that at that point, had all other things remained equal,
reason may have prevailed. Dad was bigger than Mrs. Gibson and could yell
louder, both factors being marvelous aids to reason. All other things were
not, alas, destined to remain equal.
Brand X opened up. I do not know what their motivation was for
choosing that particular moment to try out their new amplifier, but I am
convinced that it was malevolent. Suddenly, thundering down like the
decrees of God, were the opening chords of "Locomotion. "
"EVERYBODY'S DOIN' A BRAND-NEW DANCE NOW... "
We hadn't been, but we certainly might have, had we had the slightest
inkling as to what dance was required. There is something about the 60- 70
decibel range that inspires absolute conviction.
"COME ON BABY, DO THE LOCOMOTION."
It was a declaration of war. My dad had been raised in Norway during
the occupation and was used to hearing loud, unexpected noises during the
night, and equally used to being belligerent about it. He ran over to the
piano, hit a powerful chord, and gave them, amplified by only his
diaphragm, his finest Figaro.
"NON PIU ANDRA!, FARFALLONE AMOROSO, NOTTEE GIORNO
D'INTORNO GIRANDO!"
I have never heard him in such voice.
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Meanwhile, Mrs. Gibson was not to be outdone. Barely perceptible
over the "Come on and do the locomotions" and Figaro's advice to
Cherubino, we could hear a shrill, high, "You keep your cat the hell out of
my tomatoes!" followed by a soft ping as a beebee ricocheted off our
window. My dad heard it too and tried to reply, but Figaro commanded his
attention. So the general effect was thus: "delle belle turbando ii riposo,
the-cat-doesn't-even-eat-tomatoes, Narcisetto, Adoncino d 'amor,
he-doesn't-even-like-cat-food, non pill avrai questi bei pennacchini,
the-only-thing-he'll-eat-is-birds."
Now, hearing this fracas, Goodspeed was not to be left out. It wasn't
long before we could hear the ominous sound of the synthesizer warming
up. And though Gibson's band was not there, while he had his guitar, he, too,
was a force to be reckoned with. Before long, Figaro's lighthearted
description of army life, and Brand X's exhortations that we should all
"swang your hips now " were joined by Mike Goodspeed's American
Cheeeeeese, and---'s version of the song, "I cain't git no satisfaction."
Then, suddenly, something very strange happened. All at once, the
discordance ended. Instead of five performers trying to outdo the others,
there were five members of the same orchestra, blending their varied
talents to make a beautiful and unified whole. Instead of Cherubino vs.
hip-swanging, the hips of Cherubino began to swing. The resultant
philosophy, I admit, was a trifle obscure, but the motive, at least, was pure.
CHERUBINO MY YOUNG CAVALIER, IS DOIN' A BRAND-NEW DANCE
NOW, I CAN'T GET NO SATISFACTION, AMERICAN CHEESE (YOUR CAT
ATE MY TOMATOES) AMERICAN CHEESE, YOU GOTTA SWANG YOUR
HIPS NOW, SUCH DIVERSIONS ARE DONE WITH AND OVER. And finally, as
though giving meaning and substance to it all, Danny Hopson quoted from
Chairman Mao, "We should be modest and prudent, guard against
arrogance and rashness, and serve the Chinese people heart and soul. .. "
The concert was over. The worlds of rock and Mozart were, for a
moment, reconciled. The neighborhood was quiet, except for the thud-thud
of Danny Hopson's tetherball game.
From then on, our neighbors and ourselves got along just fine .
Everyone continued to practice their own eccentricities, but now it was in an
atmosphere of tolerance. Brand X kept the volume down to a reasonable
level, Rob cut down on his home run swing, and dad began restricting his
recitals to consenting adults. As for the cat, it turned out that his thick fur kept
a lot of damage from being done, although Rob insisted that Mrs. Hopson
include him in her next trip to the vet. As for my dad, nowadays, the only
comment he has about the whole affair is a wistful one. "Did you hear that
high A? Not bad for a baritone. Jussi Bjoerling couldn't have done it better."
And then, 'TU never have an Alike that again." But dad always says that, until
the next one.
B
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The Luna Moth Sonnets

Patricia E. Gunter

To the lot display light, on the brick,
She of the faery-green wings has entrusted
A clutch of her yellow pearls; on the stone, encrusted
That which made her slow and tumeric.
And while she is no longer whole or quick
(The pavement where she lays is lightly dusted
With froth-green fur and the lot light that she trusted),
Her pearls warm on the concrete, two wings thick.
The floodlight, like an ice storm in the spring,
Glazes the metals beneath it; icelight burns
Across the windshields, and above it all, the moon,
Half-open like a doorway meant for wings,
Powders the sky with silver as it turns
And writhes from its dark cocoon.

Patricia E. Gunter, from Petersburg, Virginia, graduated in August
of 19B0 with a degree in English. Patty has also published poetry
in Mythlore, a journal of fantasy studies in California. Her poetry
won third prize in the 1 9B0 Mayhew contest and first prize in the
Mormon Arts competition.
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II
In the forest the Cecropias became vital
(And you on the underside of an ivy frond
For the first time in a thousand were thusly spawned),
And when the forests fell, Cecropias became recital.
Your response was shuddering, burning, tidal;
For while they squirmed into the sun that dawned,
The impression of the immediate luna bond
Consumed with a light that was nearly parasital.
Your flight is an effort to become a constellati.on
Or a pearl in the necklace breasted by the moon.
I am not surprised to see, against the neon,
A Cecropia fluttering in resignation,
But on each wing, your emblem is a lune,
And the bristling night seems more your odeon.

Ill
On eastern peaks a hunter was inclining
Who was in my early sonnets. Though he had not slain,
He stalked with familiar silence dark terrain.
The warp between elbow and wrist was aligning
Bicep with ebon arrow, as if designing
To pierce the moon that wandered onto the plain
Whereon he hunted. Too late to feint back again,
The moon lay still, like netted fish, resigning.
0 my heart, my luna moth , my moon!
I felt the constriction of a clenching fist
Gather, like cured leather, my paling veins,
Wrench before the arrow flew too soon
With the same mad beauty as the angling wrist
Of the hunter's arm that twisted in the strain.

1 1
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IV
She dreamed of the sea-foam green arousal of phosphor
Wings, as if she'd ever seen how moon conjoins
With water in a vernal night, the alloy
Of soft light, soft waves like wings she knew before.
But they were coarser, greenless wings that bore
Her down, pressing into her pulpal loins
That pursed with flight a purse of waxen coins
As if she were a reckoned paramour.
The lot light shrinks into its glass as dawn
Floods, while starlights glimmer, cool and wink
Away upon the rising mortar wall
Of morning. Nighttime wings are folded; gone.
The moon totters like a coin on the western brink
Of mountains, where it flashes, faints and falls.

V
You were a night coming upon a night;
You were a wind and a rain of sharp brown dust
And I saw the moon, through wings, with veins of rust
As lichen on a stone. How like a blight
Upon a spring-green leaf you fell, with sleight
Of shadow, twist of silver; how you thrust
Aside my breath! The moon that moment must
Have wrenched like an injured lover from my sight.
Downward then, and downward, you around me
Like the moon in its bitter phase, and downward still,
Till the spires of pines were plunging into the air,
And taken on a branch in a sudden sea
Of dust, and over the high bank of my will
You drank with arid breath my balmy prayer.
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VI
I had not thought of it, I had not felt
The moon beyond a silver piece cemented
In flat black asphalt before it was prevented
From drying in the splintered mica veldt
Grazed by astrologers; nor had I ever dealt
With stars as water. You , as one demented
By droughts of light, fled up as if you scented
Humidity waft from an opening gate in the belt
I had not thought as closed or open. Then,
Like a faery mustang breaking from a field
Of crystal barb, with light and emblems strewn
Upon your wings, like pages falling open
In a breeze from a sorcerer's primer, you reeled
To rise to the widening gate of an ovulous moon.

VII
And death. I think that there is death in this
Prolific place, where spring remembers you
In bearing, where fall remembers him, when due,
In copperhead browns and fauning reds, whose kiss
Seems early warning that desire's amissForetelling skeletal paleness that the dew
Cannot repair upon your wings-that you are through.
I am mornlessly past the mourning mist,
I am mournlessly past Cecropia,
Returning to the pearls upon the brick,
The yellow spheres above your husk,
Crumpled on the ground. I'm past panacea;
My swollen wakefulness is growing thick
Upon the tiger prints of stars at dusk,
Whose moon is dung.
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The Free Market System:
A Dialogue with
~im Kearl and
Warner Woodworth

T

HE AMERICAN FREE MARKET SYSTEM has evolved from a
system of unchecked laissez-faire economics to one where

government regulation and control play a major role. In order to
gain new perspectives on the free market system-how the
market system has influenced the American lifestyle, what the
present state of the system is, and what lies ahead for the free
market, Century 2 interviewed two BYU professors, .Jim Kearl and
Warner Woodworth .
.J.R . Kearl is an associate professor of economics. He received
his B .A. from USU and his Ph .D . from MIT. He was also a
post-doctoral fellow from 1 977 to 1 97B at Harvard. Dr. Kearl has
many scholarly publications to his credit, he actively participates in
seminars and conferences on economics , and he has worked as an
economic consultant. Dr. Kearl has been at BYU five years .
Warner Peay Woodworth is an associate professor of
organizational behavior. He received his B .S . and M .S . from BYU in
sociology and his M .A . and Ph .D . in psychology and organizational
psychology from the University of Michigan . Dr. Woodworth has
participated in conferences and has published many technical
reports and scholarly papers. From 1 976 to 1 979 Dr.
Woodworth was ed itor of Exchange Magazine. He has worked as a
research consultant and recently returned from an appointment
as visiting scholar at the International Labor Office in Geneva,
Switzerland. Dr. Woodworth has been at BYU five years .
Dr. Kearl and Dr. Woodworth were interviewed separately by
Paul H . .Johnson.
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CENTURY 2: Even though the
free market system has created a
high standard of living in the United
States, it has also had adverse effects
on the American lifestyle. In the past,
how has the free market system
affected the quality of American life?
Has its influence on our society been
beneficial or detrimental?
WOODWORTH : First of all, let's
debunk the popular myth about the
U.S. enjoying the highest standard of
living and the best economy in the
world. We've had a phase when that
was true, but in the U.S. this has not
been the case since the 1950s.
Sweden and Switzerland have a per
capita GNP twenty percent higher
than ours; and Norway, Denmark,
and West Germany have economies
which are also significantly above
our own. The same is true of
productivity, which forms an
essential core of our economic
structure. Japan's productivity is
triple that of the United States . Many
countries in Europe have a
productivity level twice ours, and in
the U.S. it has been going downhill
for a couple of decades now. People
often say that the poor in America
are better off than the rich, or at least
the middle class, in other nations.
That's just not true. The poor in this
country are poor compared to their
counterparts, at least in other
industrial nations, and in some cases
our middle class is poor compared
to the middle class in other
countries.
The "free market" is more
rhetoric than reality today. The
17

market is only free in a certain sense
for certain groups, primarily large
conglomerates that feed on small
businesses, swallowing them up and
spitting them out at will. Ideas such
as free enterprise and capitalism are
largely artifacts of the past. Today we
do not have a capitalism of
entrepreneurial achievement.
Rather, we have a huge monolithic,
capitalist structure basically
consisting of some two hundred
corporations who own two-thirds of
all U.S. manufacturing assets. Among
the oil companies, eight of them
control sixty-four percent of all the
proven oil reserves. So the question
becomes, free enterprise for whom?
Clearly, the grass-roots capitalism of
the past allowed certain
developments, and we always hear
about the benefits of that system.
What we don't hear are the
minuses-the other side of the
ledger-which have culminated
today in what Schumacher calls
"lethal megasystems" that have a
choke-hold on the American people.
These octopus-like structures have
concentrated wealth and power in
the hands of a very few, oppressing
and discriminating against millions
in the middle and lower classes,
minorities and women most
obviously. They have polluted the
air and fouled the streams, resulting
in acid rain and such catastrophes as
Love Canal. They've dumped
ill-designed and potentially lethal
products into U.S. homeseverything from chemical
substances and preservatives in the
food we eat to the gas-trap Pinto that
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we drive. One of the tragedies of
these destructive products is that
when we determine the truth, that
these products are unsafe for human
use, the same multinationals turn
around and dump their "goodies"
on unsuspecting third world nations
whose laws don't offer their people
the same kind of protection. This is
illustrated by the millions of
fire-retardant treated
garments-pajamas and infant
clothing-which, when found to
cause cancer, were withdrawn from
the U.S. market and dumped
overseas. Likewise, U.S. firms have
flooded other countries with
everything from Dalkon IUD's to the
Upjohn Company's tumor-causing
drug, Depo-provera. The illegal
pesticides previously banned from
U.S. agriculture are now found in
impo rted fruit and vegetable
produce from Latin countries where
the carcinogenic pesticides were
dumped. And just watch the millions
of recalled Rely tampons begin to
show up in cases of toxic-shock
syndrome in Asia or someplace else.
In a literal sense, we have cast our
bread upon the water and it has
come back contaminated.
Our wondrous "free market
system" has also resulted in
inequities of enormous proportion.
Twenty-five million Americans live
in official poverty-one out of every
ten. Over six million are currently
unemployed in this growing crisis of
capitalism-the highest number out
of work since the Depression. Less
than half of them obtain any kind of
unemployment benefits, in contrast

to another popular myth that the
government takes care of people out
of work. At the same time, major
corporations such as Chrysler and
Lockheed get bailed out-a form of
welfare for the rich.
Another consequence of our
economy has been an increasingly
higher demand for technology and
automation, bringing about the
machine age, the computer age, the
electronics age, and so forth. One
wonders when there will be a
people age, a human being age.
Technology's growth and the
obsession with automation has
resulted in the dehumanization of
the workplace and "blue collar
blues." Also, an ever expanding
technological mandate has resulted
in a depletion, and in some cases a
near-exhaustion, of natural
resources. We're only now
beginning to feel this in the energy
field, and the projections about the
depletion of many other
nonrenewable resources are fairly
clear. For example, U.S. Bureau of
Mines data suggest the world's
reserves of tin, zinc, platinum, lead,
and copper will be completely
drained by the year 2000.
KEARL: It's not clear that the
premise of your question is
acceptable. If you're going to
identify adverse effects on the
American society, you might name
crowding. urbanization, the
destruction of the extended family
linkage, pollution-a number of
things like this-but it's not clear
that they are consequences of the
1B
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free market system. You need to be
careful in saying exactly what the
adverse effects are. Indeed, a good
deal of what some people find to be
less than satisfactory about the
current American culture and
society has little to do with the
market. It relates, rather, to
population growth, to the impact of
that population on land use, to
urbanization, to crowding, to
immigration, to technological
innovation, etc.
Let me talk a little bit about what
markets do and what they don't do
and why some adverse effects do
occur. Markets have certain
attractive properties, one of which is
that they provide an important
method of social control. Modern,
complex societies must
accommodate conflicting interests.
One of the important insights of
modern economics, first suggested
by a bright young Scottish
philosopher named Adam Smith, is
that the competing interests can in
fact be channeled to beneficial
outcomes, such as efficiency, if the
competition of interests occurs
within an appropriate structure, i.e.
the market.
But there are certain areas where
the markets fail, where they just
don't deliver the goods. There are
interactions in which self-interest
does lead to conflicts and an
undermining of the welfare of other
parties. For example, take the
problem of pollution, what an
economist would refer to as an
external or neighborhood effect. As
we become urbanized, and as we

come closer together in just physical
proximity, it is easier and easier for
some decisions to impact on others.
If there is no formal way of imposing
the real cost of a decision on the
decision maker, then the market sort
of goes awry-it doesn't allocate
resources efficiently and it creates
rather than accommodates conflict.
Another important question,
regarding the quality of life and how
the market has affected it, is whether
the standard of living has anything to
do with our welfare or happiness. It
may be that a market system has
delivered a gigantic pie, but that
somehow we're not very happy with
the gigantic pie. It may not be your
absolute standard of living that
matters, it may be your relative
position in an income distribution.
That is, your perception of how well
off you are may be determined a lot
by how well off your neighbors are,
and so the pie can get larger, but if
your position doesn't change
vis-a' -vis your neighbors', you may
not perceive yourself as being better
off. I have mixed feelings about this
argument. But one only has to look
at how our grandparents lived, the
sizes of their homes, their mobility,
and then compare this to the kind of
lifestyle we have, to perceive that the
larger pie really is very important to
us. For the most part we are
materially better off (and we
perceive ourselves as being better
oft) than our society was one or two
generations ago.
Aserious criticism of the market is
that it undermines certain important
social relationships. Perhaps the
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reason that one doesn't see more
altruism, sacrifice, and community
interest is because the market not
only accommodates but actually
rewards self-interest. In addition,
modern technology, rapid transit,
migration, urbanization, and the
kind of anonymity that one gets in a
city have undermined the ability to
maintain an extended family
relationship. They may also
undermine things like the church
and the kind of culture that one can
build in a particular community.
These problems aside, probably
the most important property of the
market for our time is not simply
that it delivers a higher standard of
living, but that it also allows free
choice and the pursuit of individual
interest and yet controls these in a
reasonably effective way.
CENTURY 2: The market
system faces a conflict between
being efficient and being equitable.
In England, equity is stressed,
resulting in a large percentage of the
population receiving social benefits
at the expense of the soundness of
the economy. In Korea, efficiency is
stressed, resulting in a healthy
economy which benefits only a
small portion of the population.
Which aspect is stressed in the
American market system? Which
aspect should be stressed, and what
should be the balance between the
two?
KEARL: The problem of
efficiency and equity is probably the
central issue for modern

economies. I would link this to a
second problem, that of equity and
freedom. In principle, there is no
conflict between efficiency and
equity. Modern economics has
demonstrated that, given an initial
distribution of resources or claims
to certain factors of production, a
market economy leads to an efficient
outcome. The important thing about
the efficient outcome is that it's not
unique; efficient outcomes can arise
from many different distributions of
initial resources. The significance
here is that you cannot use efficiency
to rank outcomes, because two
different outcomes may both be
efficient. Moreover, in principle, you
can pick any market outcome-any
final distribution of resource~
among all persons-you want, and
there is an initial distribution of
resources and a competitive market
structure that will achieve that
particular outcome. So, in principle,
there is no conflict.
It's not clear, though, that it is
actually possible to get the kind of
initial distribution of resources
necessary to get the outcomes we
feel comfortable with. And that's
where the conflict between
efficiency and equity begins. There
are several alternatives. We can
accept the market and then try to
play games with initial distributions
of resources, thereby trying to affect
the market outcome. For example,
one of these games might be laws on
inheritance, in which we simply say
that children cannot inherit certain
kinds of positions given their
parents-we will start the game
20
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even though it may not be equitable
in the sense of equal. It's equitable in
the sense of fair. However, a fair
initial distribution is probably not
achievable. And in the football game
with fair rules, if you always start one
team on the ten-yard line, you can no
longer argue that the outcome is fair,
even though you like the rules of the
game. Hence, a lot of the focus more
recently has come to be applied to
the outcome rather than to the initial

anew with each generation. The
problem is that there is no way of
redistributing initial resources
without distorting incentives and
consequently distorting the
outcome. So that while in principle
you can do it, in practice there is not
a tax or a method of redistribution
that effectively does it. Moreover,
you just can't redistribute certain
kinds of initial resources, for
example, I.Q.

.J. R. Kearl

starting point. But reallocating the
resources after the game is over,
trying to affect the outcome, distorts
the ability of the economy to
maximize the use of resources. If
that is the sense in which you mean,
in England they receive social
benefits at the expense of the
economy, then that's true.
There is also a relationship
between changing the outcome after
the game is played and the problem

Using the analogy of a football
game in which the rules are fair, if
you start the game on the fifty-yard
line, you will have an outcome
distribution that's not necessarily
fifty-fifty; one team may have more
points than the other. The argument
that a lot of social philosophers
make is, if you start with a fair initial
distribution and you have a fair set of
rules, then you shouldn't worry
about the outcome, because it is fair ,
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of free choice or freedom . And so
there is a trade-off, between equity
and freedom. Oftentimes, the only
way that you can manipulate the
outcome is by manipulating
individual behavior, by coercing
people to behave in ways that they
would not choose to behave on their
own. Relative to distribution, this
occurs through tax systems, and
through distorting prices in local
markets. (However, society should
not be unconcerned about the
method of acceptable
redistribution, since distorting
market prices has a very different
effect than tax-based redistribution
does.)
For example, we feel
uncomfortable about the poor and
the portion of their income they
allocate to housing, energy, or
whatever. So we impose
controls-rent controls, price
controls on gasoline, heating fuel ,
and so on. We distort the market in
trying to redistribute resources. But
any time you tamper with prices,
they no longer ration commodities
among competing uses. You then
have to think of an alternative
rationing method, which will almost
always be some sort of bureaucracy
in which someone decides who
should get the goods. And that is
nearly always coercive, and it almost
always undermines free choice.
General tax redistributions still
allow markets to ration
commodities and thus avoid this
serious problem. Curiously,
modern democracies have often
chosen specific market intervention

rather than a general set of tools
(something like a general tax), and
these choices almost always
maximize both the efficiency loss
and the freedom loss. Tax systems
are generally less inefficient in
redistributing resources. But almost
all of the political pressures are for
specific intervention: we don't have
the kind of constituency that is
interested in a broad general tax.
Which aspect do I feel is stressed
in the American system? I think
we've seen a fairly dramatic change;
we have become more sensitive to
the distribution of income. In part
this is because income has itself
grown, and in part it's because
people just don't think that the
starting point is fair, and moreover,
that there's any way to make it fair.
Hence, the issue of whether the
whole game is fair or not is no
longer central, and the only
interesting point becomes the
outcome.
WOODWORTH: Traditionally,
we've emphasized efficiency.
Bigger, better, more-those are
watchwords. We've developed a
fascinating set of results from
efficiency, but they have been
accompanied by tremendous social
costs that we've been ignoring until
the last few years. These costs
include such things as: women earn
only fifty-nine percent of the average
man's paycheck; blacks get only
sixty-nine percent of the money
whites get doing the same work; the
top twenty percent of our society
owns as much as the bottom eighty
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percent; and the lowest twenty-five
percent of our population owns
nothing, and in fact is in debt-they
owe money rather than own it.
These figures suggest a very
disproportionate slicing of the
economic pie. The have-nots have
begun to counterattack, forcing
America to reassess the damage
done by emphasizing efficiency
alone.
During the past couple of
decades, we have tried to begin
shifting our priorities toward more
of a balance, including equality as
well as efficiency. The fundamental
problem becomes one of achieving
justice, which is a value embedded
in political theory, not necessarily in
economics. So there have been
marches, protests, burnings,
lawsuits, and the like, all as an
outgrowth of the inequities of the
system. Clearly, the majority of the
people in this country today are
concerned more with equality than
their forefathers were. Research
statistics continue to suggest that the
economy of the past has unfairly
distributed its fruits to a few. And
poverty and prejudice indicate
things aren't working the way the
great American dream was intended.
Therefore, in the last few years a
number of attempts have been made
to redress the wrongs and injustices
of the system. But the changes made
have created new sources of pain, as
indicated in the Bakke case which
was a claim of discrimination against
a white man applying to medical
school. So the pain continues to
exist, but now it's on the other foot,

that of the white, Anglo-Saxon,
protestant male, rather than the
oppressed minority or the exploited
female sector of the population. This
may be a necessary trade-off in the
seeking of a more humane world.
You can't create change without
pain.
My guess is that the tension
between equality of opportunity and
equality of results will continue to
be a major source of debate in our
society. And it will be interesting to
see whether a more equitable
system can be created within the
context of an ideology of freedom
and pluralism.
CENTURY 2 : Governmental
control of industry-regulation,
taxation, subsidy, nationalization of
industry-plays a major role in the
market system. How much
governmental control is good? At
what point does control become
harmful to the system?
KEARL: I can't answer the
question of "how much" in a
quantitative sense. To best answer
this question, some background
information about markets is
necessary. Markets are perceived to
have two important functions: one,
they are a social control mechanism
that tries to accommodate and
reconcile competing interests; and
two, they try to allocate resources as
efficiently as possible. An economic
system is only efficient, however, if it
has certain kinds of properties. It has
to be competitive, it can't have any
neighborhood or external effects, it
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shouldn't cycle very much, and there
can't be any "public goods." The
market fails when these properties
are absent: in monopolies, where an
interest can manipulate the market;
in interactions between market
participants where some do not bear
the full costs of decisions they make;
in the "public good problem,"
where the possibility of getting the
benefit of something without having
to pay generates irresponsibility,
and the goods simply don't get
produced; in the failure to generate
equitable outcomes; and in the
cycling of markets, where there are
periods of unused resources,
changing prices, unemployment,
and inflation.
Traditionally, there has been a
legitimate role for the government
to play in offsetting each of these
types of market failures , by use of
various theoretical instruments. In
principle, then, we have the
rationale for intervention, but in
practice, oftentimes the cure has
been worse than the disease.
Intervention to offset specific
problems has created another set of
problems that may be more serious
than the original ones. Take the case
of cyclical variation in the economy.
Unless the government completely
abandons any intervention in the
economy, a great depression is
highly unlikely in our time or in the
future . We have been able to
moderate the cycle; we simply know
how to avoid those things. What
about monopoly? Antitrust laws and
direct regulation have been used to
combat this problem, but neither

has provided as clean a solution to
the problem as was anticipated in
more naive times. And what about
externalities? For a long time we had
private alternatives of directing
regulation with the common law,
which is essentially a method of
handling certain kinds of
externalities. Government
regulation in this area is in its
infancy, so the jury is still out on its
net effects. But clearly, regulation
and other approaches to externality
problems (e.g. pollution) have
created a host of additional
problems along the way.
The enormous increase in
government regulation and
intervention in the past twenty years
or so has, in part, come in the area of
information dissemination to aid
individual decisions when there are
risks. Examples would include auto
safety, occupational health and
safety, drug safety, and carcinogenic
dangers. Government intervention
is legitimate in the area of
information gathering because the
market won't generate certain kinds
of information (a "public good"
problem). Aspecific example would
be the surgeon general's report
about the carcinogenic effects of
cigarettes. That's information that's
not likely to be generated by private
markets. The government finds the
information and disseminates it.
Then people make their decisions.
There are areas, though, where I
think the original rationale has been
illegitimately extended-we've
gone too far and serious problems
and concerns have arisen. Just
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because the information is
generated by the government and
not by the market does not
necessarily warrant the
government's forcing people to
change their behavior. The market
failure concerns information, not
personal choices. Once the right
information is provided, the kind
the markets won't provide, people
should be allowed to make choices,
except where there are third party
effects, where part of the decision
may impact on someone else. There,
regulation may be needed.
Unfortunately, the information
rationale has been extended to
control of individual decisions.
But we can't just sit around and say
that if there are any possible risks ,
we will never engage in this activity
or never allow any individual to
make an informed decision to
assume the risk. All decisions have
certain kinds of risks associated with
them; a riskless world is not the kind
that was created for us. If we're
unwilling to allow people to take any
risks at all, then there's complete
paralysis. Moreover, it's a kind of
stupidity, because the world still
goes on with all its chances.
Sometimes we have to be willing to
take certain risks because they are
the smaller of a number of other
risks. We try to minimize those risks
by our behavior, but we make
conscious decisions to assume some
of them because the world gives us
no other choice. So the important
role of the government in this area is
to assess , and to provide individuals
information about the true nature of

the risks. And then people ought to
be left on their own to take the sort
of risks they want to take.
Government intervention becomes
harmful to the system when it
becomes paternalistic.
WOODWORTH: Without
governmental advocacy, for the
consumer and for the public, where
would we be today? We need some
control to protect us against
unleashed, profit-centered interests.
One of the more curious things
about businessmen's complaints
regarding government regulation is
that many of today's controls have
arisen from yesterday's
businessmen who, in order to get a
competitive edge, wanted the
government to step in to zap other
businesses; and now they want to
change the rules again. The major
industries in the U.S. have spent
billions of dollars in Washington
lobbying to establish controls. Then
they complain when it all comes
back to haunt them.
The question is, Who is in control?
In many respects, it appears that
instead of government regulation,
we have businesses controlling the
government. For instance, the
powerful oil companies today have
the public in their back pockets and
Congress and the White House in
their wallets. We need a dynamic
relationship, a government-business
interface, rather than one side
controlling the other. We need a
more collaborative, problemsolving approach to American
economic issues. The emerging
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discussion of "reindustrialization"
and the formation of a top labor,
government, and business coalition
to assess and set policy regarding
economic revitalization is very
promising.
Of course, federal, state, and local
government controls are costly. It
requires financial resources to
reduce pollution. But what are the
costs if we don't? It takes time and
energy to enforce OSHA regulations
and EEO policies; but such is the
price we have to pay for a better
world. As Milton Friedman, the chief
spokesman for decontrol, said,
"There's no such thing as a free
lunch." Overall, regulation seems to
be working pretty well. Perhaps
there has been too much
government control in some areas,
but there has been too little in
others. For instance, regarding the
growth of multinationals, the FTC,
theoretically, was designed to limit
monopolies. But it has failed
miserably. In 1979 there was a
record merger of economic
concentration, to the tune of $49.5
billion! Unchecked conglomerate
growth needs to be scrutinized
more closely. Today we need the
taming of the large corporation.
CENTURY2: When the interests

of industry conflict with the interests
of the public, which interest should
the government promote?
WOODWORTH: From the
Constitution, the government's role
is to protect the interests of the
people. We've had too much
government protection of certain
26

powerful business interests in this
country, such as the case of nuclear
power plants like Three Mile Island.
The government should have been
much more ruthless and rigorous in
monitoring and inspecting that
place. Now, a year after the crisis is
over, and millions of dollars later,
are we going to let the power
companies settle back into business
as usual? The government should
prevent them from going about their
profit-seeking and endangering of
human lives. The only good
businessman is a threatened one!
Or take the case of Anaconda
Mining Company in Montana, whose
plant was spewing into the air 21,000
tons of sulfur dioxide each month.
(Sulfur dioxide, a suffocating gas, is
one of the most dangerous elements
to human health.) While that was
going on Anaconda was asking the
Montana State Board of Health to
relax its emissions standards so the
company could increase its profit
picture. Now, after years of polluting
the environment, extracting the ore
resources from that state, and
demanding human labor, the
company suddenly decided to close
its facilities, leaving 1,000 employees
and their families trapped in a web
of economic dislocation. 1n cases
like this, the government had better
step in to help us, or we're going to
be devastated. We need
governmental intervention to
protect the concerns of human
beings--our land, our natural
resources, our environment, our
children. The government may not
be the best answer, but at least it has
the potential to provide a
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countervailing power against
corporate control. As Eric Hoffer has
argued, it's better to have two tyrants
than o ne, because, as they fight it
out, we may benefit a bit from the
struggle.
The past few years have shown the
pitfalls that come with federal
regulation, just as history has shown
that business interests are largely
irresponsible in regulating
themselves. I feel that the next stage
will be more localized forms of
citizen-worker-consumer
regulations. For instance, while
OSHA has saved lives and reduced
accidents, it has scarcely made a dent
in the problem of workplace
hazards. The agency suffers from
having too few inspectors, from
being agonizingly costly, even as the
skeleton program that now exists,
and from the fact that the average
violation is fined only $60. What
seems more promising is to give
workers training and real authority,
backed-up by government power, to
inspect and to correct problems at
the level of the workplace-a kind of
self-determination of industrial
safety.
KEARL : One of the important
issues here is, What is the measure of
the public interest? Economists have
often been misunderstood as being
pro-business. But Adam Smith, for
example, was very hostile toward
business and businessmen;
however, he was also very hostile
toward government-toward any
aggregation of power. I'm fairly
skeptical of the current emphasis on

"free enterprise." I don't think we
ought to protect business interests.
On the other hand, I don't think
they're interests we ought to
undermine either. We need a
structure that accommodates
competing interests fairly.
Business interests are not always
in the public interest. Businesses are
interested in maximizing their own
profits and their own power, in
restricting entry, in getting rid of the
competition. Those interests will
undermine public interest. But if the
market structure is right, it can
channel tho.5e same interests to a
beneficial outcome, with availability
of goods, efficient resource use,
minimum costs, and efficient
production technology. The
outcome is different, not because in
the one case businessmen are
altruistic and very interested in the
public good and in the other case
they are bad and ought to be
watched carefully. Rather, the
structure of the interactions of
self-interests determines the
outcome. So, self-interested,
profit-maximizing behavior can be
perfectly consistent with the optimal
social or public interest. However, if
you change the structure, that same
behavior can manipulate the market,
precluding competition and
undermining an individual's welfare
and his or her possibility of choice.
The debate may be about what the
appropriate, right, or moral interest
is. But that debate is not as
interesting to me as the question,
What is the outcome when a society
has a large number of people who
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perceive those interests differently?
We ought to be a bit cynical or
suspect of people who promote the
"public interest" in the resolution of
this issue because they are almost
always promoting their own interest
under the guise of the public
interest. The appropriate thing to
focus on is the structure. And hence,
I would argue that the government
should promote no interests. The
government's job is to make certain
that the structure disperses power.
Our job is to monitor the
government. We need to impose
upon government a structure that
regulates its interest so that, both
within the government and within
the private sector, the structure
disperses the power of particular
interests as much as possible.
This answer may be a little naive
and a little superficial, because it's
perhaps not possible to think of a
structure that does this. The
interesting structures in the world
are, in fact, structures in which there
are conflicts of interest which are
not being reconciled effectively by
the market. I don't know which
interests the government should
promote in this case. If we are
confronted with this dilemma,
perhaps we ought to favor the
interests that are the least likely to
undermine certain important,
fundamental goals and qualities of
our civilization: equity, free choice,
equal access to political machinery,
and efficiency. That, almost always,
has got to be a case-by-case
evaluation.
But there is a naiveness to your
original question as well, because

you imply that the government is
above the competing interest fray
and sort of sits, like Zeus on the
mountain, and looks down upon
these people playing out their
self-interest games and says, "I will
intervene here" or "I will intervene
there." The government is a
collection of agents, all of whom
have their own interests, and they
compete against each other and
against private sector interests. In a
sense we can think of the
government as the forum in which
we play out interests that are not
effectively accommodated in the
market, or interests that we want to
use to undermine the market. We
ought to structure the government
so that those competing interests
disperse power as much as possible.
For me, a good society is one in
which power is dispersed, because
the other important qualities of
efficiency, equity, and freedom are
more likely to exist there.
CENTURY 2: Increasingly,
foreign interests are investing in
American industry. Is foreign
investment a threat to our market
system?
WOODWORTH: Sure it's a
threat. We used to have only British
and Canadian investors. Then came
the Swedes, Dutch, and Germans.
They got into our steel, timber, and
mineral assets. Next came the
Japanese who virtually wiped out
entire U.S. industries-television,
radio, and much of the electronics
business. Now the big thrust is from
the Arabs. They were only investing
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$5 billion annually in the early
1970s, but $70 billion in 1980.
They're into corporate stocks,
government bonds, real estate, and
bank deposits. In doing all this,
foreign interests are not just
pursuing U.S. dollars but seeking
control-of the flow of capital and of
political decisions. American Motors
Corporation just announced a
partnership with Renault. In
exchange for $200 million in badly
needed capital, the French are able
to tie into new technology, U.S.
production facilities, and a national
dealer network. A move like that is
not done for altruistic purposes.

weaponry all over the world. We
dumped our televisions and blue
jeans and Coca-Cola over the whole
planet. We invested in South African
mines, Caribbean sugar plantations,
and Asian textile factories. In doing
so we took over and destroyed a lot
of local industries and national firms
in other countries. In Brazil, for
instance, U.S. investments totally
obliterated local businesses and
markets, ran them out of existence
or bought them up as part of
American multinational
corporations. Now those that
survived turn around and come into
the U.S. marketing their products,

Warner P. Woodworth

We ought to recognize the
encroachment of foreign interests
on our soil because we've been
doing it to other nations for
years-in Europe, in Latin America,
in the Orient. We dumped our steel
in Europe. We dumped our

and we don't like it. Japan with its
Sony televisions and Datsun and
Toyota cars is simply operating in
that free market system we claim to
have invented. And now we don't
like it. That's an interesting
contradiction. If we really had free
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enterprise in this country, we would
welcome such developments as
evidence of the healthiness of the
game.
KEARL: I don't see any reason
why we ought to be concerned at all
about foreign investments. There
are two ways of disciplining
foreigners who invest domestically.
One is that they are subject to the
competitive discipline the market
forces on any investor. They are not
free to go play any game they want to
with their investment. The second is
a discipline that is very threatening.
It is the fact that if you invest heavily
in U.S. capital, which can't be moved
very rapidly, it can always be
expropriated. And that limits your
ability to manipulate your
investment for whatever interests
you may have.
For a long period, the United
States invested abroad heavily. And
we still do. It's a little bit hypocritical
for us now to say we don't like
foreign investment, because we
certainly liked it when U.S.
corporations were going someplace
else. Also, it's important to consider
why we have a lot of foreigners
buying U.S. assets now, because I
think that eliminates some of the
issue here. Essentially what we are
doing is trading our capital for
another form of capital, another
resource, and that's oil. The Arabs
are not going to give us oil for
nothing; and we don't give them
grain or anything else for nothing.
Once they get dollars for oil, they are
free to buy any set of goods they

want: wheat, trucks, cars,
architectural services, medical
services, or U.S. capital assets. We
are trading claims on our resources
for some of their resources. The
Arabs have decided to take oil out of
the ground, which is capital for
them , and trade that capital for land,
or real estate, or stocks, or bonds in
the United States. So they're trading
one kind of asset for another. If you
say we don't want anyone holding
our assets, what you're really saying
is we don't want any oil. Unless
you're willing to send the Marines
there to get the oil, if we're not
willing to give anything of value for
it, we're not going to get any oil. The
sum of all of this is that I just don't
view foreign investment as a
problem.
Finally, I would argue that we
ought simply to have free trade.
There is overwhelming evidence
that with a free trade structure, the
standard of living is better for us and
for those societies with whom we
trade (many less-developed
countries). Also, free trade is an
important device for dispersing
power over a larger market area.
CENTURY 2: What is the
current state of the market system? Is
it alive and well or in decline? Are
the trends in the system leaning
toward deregulation and
laissez-faire policies or toward
socialization and nationalization of
the system?
KEARL: The serious problems of
the market system are equity and
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between these ways and then limit
ourselves, nor does this crucial issue
appear to be of national concern.
The government is an arena in
which people play out income
distribution games, and those are
the only important games being
played there. We all use the political
system, pressures, and coalitions to
redistribute income in our favor. As
soon as you legitimize the use of
government to manipulate the
outcome, a lot of interests come in to
try to manipulate it, not always for
equity reasons or for notions of
social justice, but sometimes in
order to change the income
distribution in their favor. That kind
of clash is the serious problem, and I
don't know where it's going.
I do think, however, that in the last
five years we've seen a
disillusionment with early efforts at
a regulatory state. The Great Society
was not the kind of success we
naively thought it would be. There's
increasing evidence that regulatory
intervention in a wide variety of
areas is simply anticompetitive and
nothing else. Hence, there has been
a pressure to move another
direction, to deregulate, to
dismantle part of the apparatus of
the Great Society and the welfare
state. But, for the reasons suggested
above, I'm not sanguine about this
movement. Each of us wants to
redistribute in his own favor, and
each of us tries to empower or use
the state for that purpose.
WOODWORTH: The market
system today is in pain as a result of a
century or so of unrestrained

income distribution. As a society we
no longer view the outcome of the
market game as legitimate, if we ever
did view it that way. This perspective
has legitimized pressures to change
the market outcome, leading to an
undermining of both freedom and
efficiency. It need not go that way. I
think you can handle the equity
problems another way. But it's not
clear to me that the market system
and democracy are going to be
long-term partners. Some people,
notably Milton Friedman, argue that
the market is absolutely essential to
individual freedom . I wonder if,
possibly, there is not a consistent
relationship between markets and
widespread democracy.
I'm not arguing for any alternative
form of political organization, some
elitist form or something else, but I
do think we have this very serious
problem of perceived illegitimate
outcome, which then sanctions
certain kinds of pressures within the
political arena. For the most part we
have accommodated those
pressures to change the outcome in
ways that are deleterious to both
free choice and efficiency. The
serious problem we face is to
determine what the legitimate and
illegitimate ways are of changing
market outcomes. In our current
society, anything goes. But anything
can't go, because some ways of
playing games with the outcome are
going to be too costly all the way
around. Other ways of playing the
game may minimize certain kinds of
costs. But we have not yet made any
effort to consciously choose
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growth and exploitation, and of
materialism and cynicism. We have
cast our bread on the waters and it's
gone soggy. The result is that the
dollar's value is declining, the prime
interest rate has gone over twenty
percent, third world countries are
nationalizing our factories, the
world doesn't like us, and we're
wondering, What's gone wrong?
You ask, What is the trend? Is the
market leaning toward
deregulation, or toward
socialization and nationalization?
The trend of the last decade has
been somewhat schizoid. On the
one hand there's a heavy bias against
regulation. There's a lot of rhetoric
and also a lot of actual changes
toward decontrol-in the airlines, in
the trucking industry, in oil prices.
Simultaneously, there is more
serious talk than ever about the need
to nationalize certain
industries-whether it be the
railroads or other industries. I hear
congressmen saying in response to
what big oil is doing1 "With your
practices and with the profits you're
reaping from the American public
today, you're asking us to nationalize
you. Is that what you really want?"
Clearly, the general population of
the country is less accepting of
corporate irresponsibility; what
people want is an increase in
self-determination, the power to
control their own destiny rather
than to be pawns of big business or
big government.
CENTURY 2 : What trends do
you forsee in the near future of the
system?

WOODWORTH: I see an
increasing shortage of capital, a lack
of cheap labor, and a growing
scarcity of raw materials and
resources generally-which
culminates in a pretty pessimistic
picture of tough times ahead. I see a
shift away from the wide-open
growth of the frontier days to no
growth, or at least a reevaluation of
appropriate growth. Some people,
like Ivan Illich, say we really need
de-development: moving away from
the traditional criteria of more is
better to what is better; from
quantity of production to quality;
from bigger technology to
appropriate technology or
intermediate technology; from
economic expansion to such things
as simpler life styles, ecological
harmony, "small is beautiful,"
eliminating conspicuous
consumption, recycling resources,
grass-roots problem solving, and the
return of sanctity to human life. I see
these as new themes emerging in
the economic future.
CENTURY 2: Is there an
acceptable alternative to the free
market system? If so, what?
KEARL: We're all utopians in a
sense, and I suppose you can let
your imagination run wild and think
of systems that have all of the
attributes of the good society. It may
not be that the market system
delivers all of the goodies, but it has
certain attributes that are very
important. The significant question
is whether or not interestspersonal interests, self-interests,
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groups of interests--will continue
to dominate in motivating behavior.
If they do, then I think the market
system is the only way of effectively
accommodating these, given some
other values that we have.
There's evidence that competing
individual interests are not unique
to a capitalistic economy. And if it's
true that competing interests are
important, and you choose not to
have a market system, that almost
implies an incredibly coercive,
centralized, hierarchical
organization which can put down or
foster certain kinds of interests. Most
of our society is very hostile to that
kind of power in government. So
there may be acceptable alternatives
to the market system, but only if you
assume that our underlying human
nature changes in some important
way. There's some hope for that in a
religious area, sometime in the
future , but as a practical matter right
now, I think the market system is the
only effective means of
accommodating interests and
protecting other important cultural
and social values.

political and monetary structure
would collapse. And their guess was
that an authoritarian regime would
be the outcome. So that's one
alternative. Socialism is another
alternative. But in terms of what is
acceptable, I don 't view state-run
enterprises as appealing to the
American public. Nor do I see the
status quo as acceptable. Our
economy is not going to be
operational with these changing
constraints of scarce resources, lack
of capital, and so forth. So the
alternative I'm interested in is to
move toward the democratization of
the economy. A number of people
have been writing and talking about
that for the last ten years, but there
hasn 't been much awareness of or
support for it nationally.
I came across an interesting
survey that was done in the
mid-seventies which suggested that
the country might be ripe for an
alternative economic system. This
was a national poll conducted by
personal and telephone interviews
with a randomly selected sample of
about 1100 people across the
country. Forty-nine percent agreed
with the statement that "big
business is the source of most of
what is wrong in this country."
Thirty-three percent believed that
traditional American capitalism had
peaked and was on the decline.
(That was before the recent dramatic
inflation increase accompanied by
the recession.) Forty-one percent
favored major changes in the system.
When asked what they thought
would work better as an economic

There are two
issues here: One, is there an
alternative to the free market system?
and two, would it be acceptable? I
think there are alternatives. I was in
L.A. talking with some executives
recently and one of them said, "The
way this country is going, we are
gearing up in our corporation for a
dictatorship within the next ten
years." They felt we were moving
toward a turbulent time in which the
WOODWORTH:
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system, only eight percent wanted
nationalization. Twenty percent
wanted to keep the system the way it
was, and sixty-six percent wanted to
participate in an economy and work
for a company that was owned and
controlled by the workers, in which
profits would be shared by those
who produced the goods.
The acceptable alternative I
envision is the development of a
third economic sector. It would not
be public, that is publicly owned by
government and so forth. But it
would also not be privately owned
and traditionally structured like a
corporation with stockholders
concentrated at the top of a firm, or
spread all over the map, so that local
management can do what it wants to
do. Rather, a third sector would be
comprised of firms and businesses
that are started up as workers' or
producers' cooperatives, in which
job preservation and democratic
management are important, instead
of just bottom-line profit at whatever
cost. Where there's a better linkage
between the firm and the immediate
community, businesses are more
socially responsible because their
workers are members of the
communities, and they have the
interests of the community and of
the corporation at heart.
An example are the collectives in
the Israeli economy. These groups,
called kibbutzim, make up about
seven percent of the Israeli
economy. They are an alternative,
and I think we are going to see a
similar kind of alternative begin to
fill a need in the U.S. as traditional,

large-scale, capitalistic enterprises
go under. What is beginning to
happen is typified by Youngstown ,
Ohio, where steel workers are
taking over shuttered plants and
saying, "If U.S. Steel won't produce
steel here, we 'II market it ourselves."
I was involved with some glass
workers in Pennsylvania who
bought their firm when the original
owners closed it down, and now
they are running it themselves. In
Iowa, a large pork slaughterhouse
was going bankrupt, and in order to
save over 2,000 jobs, the union of
meat packers and butchers put up
the money to buy the $300
million-a-year business. Now, a
worker-appointed board of
directors is providing a new
leadership and decision-making
process within the firm. Whether
this can happen with large-scale
systems like Chrysler, I don't know.
But we've got some positive data
from worker ownership among
small firms. For example, in the
plywood industry in the Northwest,
the cooperative-type of
worker-owned firms are 1.5 times
more profitable than their
traditionally-owned competitors;
they are producing a better quality
prodµct and at lower costs because
their compensation is more closely
tied to production.
The increasing democratizing of
the workplace and a gradual
movement toward workers' control
and employee-ownership may be
one way to generate a fascinating
alternative to the monopolistic
economy of the past.
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Arrested
Hugh G . Hilton

HAT IS THE JOB of a policeman? To prevent crime from taking place?
or to allow crime to happen, hoping to stop it in the process and catch
the culprits at work, thereby making society a safer place to live? Obviously,
his job is to prevent crime from taking place-at least that is how my lawyer
and I hoped the jury would see it, for I was the culprit.
All I had done was hold up a sign. That's right-hold up a sign. Arrested
in America for holding up a sign, and right in my own front yard. It sounds
amazing, especially when you consider the fact that I was simply aiding the
officers of our city in their job of preventing crime from transpiring.
I had pulled out of our driveway at the bottom of the hill. Without
malicious intent, I had gone through the gears of the MGB and crested the
hill, only to be greeted by a friendly neighborhood speed trap. Thirty-seven
in a twenty-five zone. I was upset.
After completing my trip to Grand Central, I came home, pulled out a
clean sheet of poster paper, rounded up a black marking pen and made my
own little sign. It was simple: "Speed trap over hill."
For the next half hour I proudly displayed my sign, motivated by an
all-American desire to help the police officers of our city perform their duty.
Perhaps I should have checked with the policeman over the hill before I
began my effort in his behalf, but I'm afraid he would have graciously denied
my help. And after all, one of the tenets of the Church is to be "anxiously
engaged in a good cause." Believe me, this was a good cause and I was
anxiously engaged.
The reaction of the drivers as they passed my sign was amazing. Brake
lights suddenly flared into life, tires squealed down to a snail's pace and the
drivers bravely went over the hill at the rapid rate of, oh, ten to fifteen miles
per hour. What a job I was doing! The officer must have been having an easy
afternoon.
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Hugh G . Hilton is a senior in advertising from Orem , Utah.
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Two ladies came by, talking twenty miles per hour faster than the
thirty-five to forty miles per hour their car was traveling. I held up my sign,
they glanced at it, shrugged, and zoomed over the hill. My trouble had
begun.
I sent my little brothers and sisters up to see if they had been stopped;
and they had. I guess the officer pounced on them like a lion who has been
deprived of meat for days would go after dinner when it was finally
delivered. They must have told the gentleman about a brave young man who
was faithfully helping him perform his duty. Apparently he wasn't pleased.
My anxiety had increased rapidly when my scouting crew returned with
the report of the captured ladies. And my anxiety was well founded, for a
patrol car quickly headed down toward me. I got up, moved into the house,
and deposited my hundred-piece sign in a wastebasket. It wasn't long before
my sister told me that a policeman wanted me out front.
What a day for this to happen. Our ward was having a party and my dad
was the bishop. The entire ward must have driven by during my
interrogation, and I think that everyone got sore necks from turning so fast
when they saw me sitting out front in a patrol car with lights flashing.
The officer was very friendly. "Get your little brother out of here," he
snarled.
I had brought my three-year-old brother into the car with me because
in everyone's haste to leave the scene of my bravery they had left him all
alone. I put him out, rolled down my window, and held his hand.
This officer was oozing with understanding. "Roll your window up," he
shouted.
I looked at him, "You've got to be kidding. The kid is scared to death."
Foam began to form around his mouth, "Roll it up."
So I told Stevie to go in the house and faced the nice police officer on
my own.
"Let me see your speeding ticket. "
I drew it out of my pocket and tossed it to him. It landed halfway
between us.
"Pick it up," he growled, fangs flashing in the sun.
I handed it to him. "How much is this going to cost me?" I asked.
". ~ - - - - o f a lot more than this," he said, indicating my speeding
slip.
I was recovering from my initial fear and stated, "You know, officer, I
think it's real cheap of you guys to hide to catch speeders. You sneak around
trying to catch us. I think it stinks . . . ."
The rumble started low in his chest and erupted in a full-throated roar,
"You damn kids. People call us to patrol the streets, saying cars are speeding
up and down here. Then you go and hold up some sign .. . ." The lecture
continued for the next few minutes.
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I left his car with a traffic citation for Interfering With the Duty of a
Police Officer. Our policemen are very smart. Then four clays later a
summons for my arrest and for my appearance in court arrived in the mail.
The charge had been changed to Obstruction of Justice, a class B
misdemeanor.
Thank goodness for dads. Mine had finally figured that enough was
enough, and this was too much for holding up a sign. He called a lawyer and
arranged for me to see him.
Meanwhile I had become something of a folk hero. The word spread
throughout the city: Hilton was arrested for holding a sign. I had always
been a good, straight-arrow kid, and now to be arrested-it was a
noteworthy event. People I didn't even know would stop me in the halls and
ask how things with the sign were going. It was exciting.
My lawyer was sharp. I walked into his office and asked to see him. His
pretty secretary looked up and asked my name.
"Hugh Hilton," I replied.
"Oh, you 're the one who held up a sign, aren't you?" she squealed. "Go
right on in."
I entered, sat down, and he asked me to explain the situation. I did. He
leaned back, and with a trace of a smile, muttered, 'TU be damned. " Then he
spoke. "Normally, I don't even see people until they show me $300;
however, this is something I've never heard of. For $150 I'll do whatever it
takes to get you off. "
I had myself a lawyer. He issued instructions concerning my initial
appearance before the judge: plead innocent and request a jury trial.
Two days later I sat across from old Judge Wentz.
"Let's see what we have here," he spoke in a friendly manner as if this
happened all the time. "Thirty-seven in a twenty-five. How do you plead?"
"Guilty," I said.
"That will be twelve dollars. Now this next one-Obstruction of
Justice-rather serious. What do you say to this one?"
"Not guilty," I said with excitement.
"That a boy, fight it," the judge spoke with vigor. I nearly passed out
when he said this. I must be dreaming, I thought, but he brought me back to
reality. "If you 're going to fight this you'll need counsel."
"Yes sir. I have Ron Stanger."
"Oh, he's a good one .... "
I broke in, "And I request a jury trial."
"Yes, of course," the judge replied. "A smart move. Pay the cashier the
twelve dollars as you leave." It was over that quick
I left his office, amazed that he seemed to side with me. The court date
was set for six months later.
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During this time I visited my attorney three times. It was in these brief
sessions that he mapped out the strategy he would defend me with. His main
thrust was to pose the question that began this essay.
Excitement was rekindled as my court day drew near. All my rowdy
football buddies and half the school were going to pack the courtroom. I
was looking forward to seeing the officer grovel before the lash of my
lawyer's tongue.
Four days before my grand appearance I received a small note from my
attorney.
"Dear Hugh ," it began.
"I have been successful in getting your case dismissed. If you have need
of my services in the future , please contact me. Sincerely, Ron Stanger."
I was stunned. My folks were relieved. My friends disappointed.
My dad asked, "Son, have you learned a lesson from all this?"
I thought for a moment, tried to look properly humble and repentant,
and then brightly responded, "Yes sir. Next time I'll nail it to the telephone
pole on the corner."
Doesn't take much to make dads cry.
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Mormonism:
The Dancingest
Denomination
Georganne Ba ll if Arrington

T

HE CHURCH OF JESUS CHRIST OF LATTER-DAY SAINTS and its
members have a long history of vigorous participation in dance. From
the dances held in Joseph Smith's home in Nauvoo to the huge dance
festivals of the 1950s and 1960s, dance has been an important part of
Mormon life. In an article about a Salt Lake dance festival invoiving 8,000
young people, Time magazine referred to Mormonism as the "dancingest
denomination." 1
Dance is not found in Mormon worship services, but it exists in
abundance in the recreational and educational programs of the Church.
This article will examine the Mormon philosophy toward dance, briefly
delineate the history of dance in the LDS Church, and discuss the role of
dance in contemporary Mormondom.
DANCE AND MORMON PHILOSOP HY

The original inspiration propelling those 8,000 pairs of dancing feet in
Salt Lake City and giving impetus to dance in Mormon culture is found in the
Articles of Faith, written by Joseph Smith in 1842. This summation of some
basic tenets of the Church concludes: "If there is anything virtuous, lovely,
or of good report or praiseworthy, we seek after these things ( 13th Article of
Faith). This statement contains a concise yet comprehensive Mqrmon
philosophy toward dance and the arts.
Neither Joseph Smith nor Brigham Young believed in confining the
religious training of a Latter-day Saint exclusively to doctrine. Both desired
to develop the whole person and sought to embrace every good and
ennobling activity in the secular and the spiritual realm. Brigham Young
recognized a lacking in his own upbringing:
Gigi Arrington graduated in u ,niversity studies in 1 977 and has
since done graduate work in dance at Florida State University and
at B YU. Currently, she performs with the Ririe-Woodbury D a n ce
Company in Salt Lake City.
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The proper and necessary gambols of youth having been denied
to me makes me want active exercise and amusement now.... I
shall not subject my little children to such a course of unnatural
training, but they shall go to the dance, study music, read novels,
and do anything else that will tend to expand their frames, add
fire to their spirits, improve their minds, and make them feel
free and untrammeled in body and mind. 2
Unlike most religious leaders of his day, Brigham believed that dancing was
compatible with a truly religious life:
If you wish to dance, dance; and you are just as much prepared
for a prayer meeting after dancing as ever you were, if you are
Saints. If you desire to ask God for anything, you are as well
prepared to do so in the dance as in any other place, if you are
Saints. 3
The Mormon philosophy seems clear: ideally, the development of the whole
person meant that both devotion and recreation could unite a person with
God.
Mormon communities provided recreational and devotional activities
for all ages. The tabernacle and the theater were structures of comparable
importance in early Mormon settlements. Their generally compatible
coexistence reveals a great deal about the Mormon outlook. As Kenneth
Clark wrote in Civilisation: "Ifl had to say which was telling the truth about
society, a speech by a Minister of Housing or the actual buildings put up in
his time, I should believe the buildings." 4
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While the tabernacle or chapel was the center of community religious
activity, the theater provided a place for the Saints' education and recreation;
both buildings usually composed the foundation of a new town. The "brush
bowery," a primitive shelter used for worship services, was the fir:st
structure the Mormon pioneers built in the Salt Lake Valley. And, by 1862,
they had finished the Salt Lake Theatre. 5 W. 0. Robinson , organizer of the
first MIA dance festivals, described the role of the tabernacle and the theater
in early Utah: "Around these two institutions revolved pioneer life, and by
them was their pioneer life lifted up socially, culturally, spiritually. " 6
Eventually, the tabernacle or chapel and the theater or recreation hall were
combined in a single building for each neighborhood. Theaters corntinued
to exist independently, but the joining of space for devotional services and
space for recreation illustrated the attempt to unify the purposes of each
activity.
The ideas and leadership of]oseph Smith and Brigham Young helped
to shape the Mormon philosophy of dance. Their admonitions to pursue
good and ennobling activities and to praise the Lord with music and dlancing
are still acknowledged and followed today. And presently, these attitudes
underlie the Church's encouragement of artistic, intellectual, and athletic
activities. Boyd K. Packer recently reiterated Joseph Smith's philosophy of
pursuing the excellent things in life:
Go to, then, you who are gifted; cultivate your gift. Develop it in
any of the arts and in every worthy example of them .... Increase
our spiritual heritage in music, in art, in literature, in dance, in
drama. 7
DANCE IN MORMON HISTORY

Early nineteenth-century ministers preached against the evils of
recreation; work was the proper activity of the righteous. Play-especially
dancing-was forbidden in the strongest terms. Within this environment,
Joseph Smith set an unusual precedent by encouraging and himself
engaging in dance, drama, and other recreation in the Mormon community.
He was a "competent, skillful performer in active sports," he encouraged
walking, wrestling, baseball, pulling sticks, and hiking. He also participated
in music, drama, dancing, and woodcutting bees. 8 On various occasions he
hosted parties in his home , such as the one on Christmas Day 1843, when his
guests "spent the evening in music, dancing, &c., in a most cheerful and
friendly manner." 9 Such activities were very much a part of early Mormon
life.
Although the early Saints endorsed dance, they also stressed
moderation and remaining within the bounds of propriety. Dance was a
beneficial pastime if good company was maintained, reasonable hours kept,
and orderly behavior displayed. An 1844 issue of Times and Seasons, a
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Dancers in Saltair pavilion, 1 81 3

Mormon newspaper, contained a letter to the editor in which a concerned
father asked for guidance on the subject of dancing.John Taylor, the editor,
replied that there was "unnecessary superstition" with regard to the activity.
He felt that, if pursued in moderation, dance added to the grace and dignity
of man and tended to invigorate the system. Along with his comments on the
benefits of dance , he included a warning:
When it leads people into bad company and causes them to keep
untimely hours, it has a tendency to enervate and weaken the
system, and lead to profligate and intemperate habits. And so far
as it does this, so far it is injurious to society, and corrupting to
the morals of youth. Solomon says that "there is a time to dance:"
but that time is not at eleven or twelve o'clock at night, nor at
one, two, three or four o'clock in the morning.10
There is a time for every purpose-a time to mourn and a time to dance.
After the martyrdom of Joseph Smith, Brigham Young cautioned the
Latter-day Saints: "It is not now a time for dancing or frolics but a time of
mourning, and of humiliation and prayer. " 11 For the early members of the
Church, dance was an expression of rejoicing and thanksgiving; in the time
following Joseph's death it would have been inappropriate.
But when the time was appropriate, Brigham Young danced heartily.
He explained the place of dance in Mormonism:
I want it distinctly understood, that fiddling and dancing are no
part of our worship. The question may be asked, What are they
for, then? I answer, that my body may keep pace with my mind.
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My mind labors like a man logging, all the time: and this is the
reason I am fond of these pastimes-they give me a privilege to
throw every thing off, and shake myself, that my body may
exercise, and my mind rest. What for? To get strength, and be
renewed and quickened, and enlivened, and animated, so that
my mind may not wear out. 12
Dance was an integral part of the life of the whole man, not a tenet of
religious teaching.
But Brigham Young saw other uses for dance besides recreation and
mental renewal. As the leader of the Mormon migration from Nauvoo to the
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west, Brigham saw dance as a tool for strengthening group solidarity and
morale. Dancing provided a physical and emotional release from suffering
and hardship. As the pioneers journeyed west they met regularly to dance, to
sing, and to build their courage for the struggle ahead of them. The U.S.
government interrupted their migration at the beginning of the Mexican
War in June, 1846, requesting that the Mormons form a battalion of men to
march to the Pacific coast. The request could not have been more
inconveniently timed, but the Saints' desire to show their loyalty and their
need of money prevailed, and 520 men were recruited. Colonel Thomas L.
Kane was present at the farewell ball the Saints gave in honor of the
battalion. He later described the event to the Historical Society of
Pennsylvania:
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The afternoon before was appropriated to a farewell ball; and a
more merry dancing rout I have never seen . ... It was the custom , whenever the larger camps rested for a few days together,
to make great arbors, or boweries, as they called them, of poles,
and brush, and wattling .... In one of these, where the ground
had been trodden firm and hard ... was gathered now the mirth
and beauty of the Mormon Israel. ... With the rest, attended the
Elders of the Church within call, including nearly all the chiefs of
the High Council, with their wives and children. They, the
gravest and most trouble-worn, seemed the most anxious of any
to be the first to throw off the burden of heavy thoughts. Their
leading off the dancing in a great double cotillion, was the signal
bade the festivity commence. To the canto of debonair violins,
the cheer of horns, the jingle of sleigh bells, and the jovial
snoring of the tambourine, they did dance! ... French fours,
Copenhagen jigs, Virginia reels, and the like forgotten figures
executed with the spirit of people too happy to be slow, or
bashful, or constrained. Light hearts, lithe figures , and light feet ,
had it their own way from an early hour till after the sun had
dipped behind the sharp sky-line of the Omaha hills. 13
On January 14, 1847, during the harsh months at Winter Quarters,
Brigham Young recorded the following as part of "the Word and Will of the
Lord": "If thou art merry, praise the Lord with singing, with music, with
dancing, and with a prayer of praise and thanksgiving" (D&C 136:28). Here,
he reinforced the functi on of dance as a sustaining and praising activity in
Mormon culture.
After the pioneers settled in the Salt Lake Valley, dance continued to be
their paramount recreation. Milton R. Hunter wrote that "this activity was
probably the most common amusement of the founders of our State, being
enjoyed in every city, town , and hamlet in Utah." 14 Social Halls and other
buildings were constructed for dancing and other recreation, and dance was
an important feature of every celebration. Schools for teaching dance
appeared in Utah as early as 1853.
The completion of the Salt Lake Theatre in 1862 added another
dimension to dance in Mormon culture. With the establishment of the Saints
in the territory and the achievement of a certain degree of permanence,
dance as an art form began to emerge. The Theatre was the home for the
Deseret Dramatic Association. Within this association of actors and
actresses, Sara Alexander, performer of dance specialties and comic roles,
was a favorite of Salt Lake audiences. Brigham Young felt that Miss
Alexander's contribution to the theater was so essential that he in effect
called her on a mission to entertain the people of Salt Lake City. Prior to her
term as a comic actress and dancer, Sara taught Brigham Young's children.
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Muriel Smart and Elva Crosby Dean performing in a 1 921 BYU
production based on the Greek myth of Aphrodite and Adonis

In fact, Brigham Young's daughters became so proficient in dance that they
appeared frequently on the stage of the Salt Lake Theatre. One of the
daughters recalled: "It was probably because of our training in dancing that
the girls of our family were in such demand for 'fairy' or ballet dancers when
the Salt Lake Theatre was opened." 15
The Salt Lake Theatre, (modeled after the Drury Lane Theatre in
London in ideal and in architecture), featured the dramatic efforts of both
the local community and-with the completion of the railroad-the world
outside the valley. As touring companies made their way into the once
isolated community in the Rocky Mountains, the local stock company lost its
captive audience. By the season of 1874- 75, the Salt Lake Theatre had
engaged so many professional theatricals that the Deseret Dramatic
Association was left without a stage on which to perform. 16 Although dance
as a theatre art was not fully realized within the young, thriving, Mormon
community, the activities of the dramatic association and the Theatre were
quite a cultural achievement for a frontier civilization.
While dance was being appreciated by the audiences in the Salt Lake
Theatre, the people still continued to participate in dance as a social activity.
Brigham Young avidly supported dance, but he was uneasy about a new style
that emerged in the latter part of the nineteenth century-round dancing.
Initially his disapproval of the waltz and other round dances which utilized
the closed position was quite definite; his clerk George Reynolds reported
that "he was opposed to them , from beginning to end, from top to
4B
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bottom." 17 Later his attitude relaxed. In reaction to this and other worldly
temptations confronting youth, the Young Ladies' Retrenchment Association
took a firm stand against round dancing and sought to develop the art in
what they felt was a more worthy direction.
Part of the colonizing of the Utah Territory was the building of
numerous recreation halls in communities, where dance was the chief
entertainment. Competition between Mormon and non-Mormon dance
halls was a cause of concern for some Church leaders and members. Edward
H . Anderson of the MIA General Board remarked in 1911 that,
In too large a number of stakes of Zion public amusement
places, instead of being owned by the wards and managed by
our organizations, are held by ordinary private corporations
who therefore devise , direct, and control the amusements of the
young people, always with an eye to the main chance of gathering the dollar. While some of the socials are fairly good, it is often
the case that no protection is vouchsafed the young people
except their own often wavering power of self-control. It is a
condition that needs remedy. The importance of owning our
own halls and of controlling and directing the social amusements and recreations of our community is only second to
controlling and directing their moral and religious training. 18
In 1910 the Deseret Gymnasium was built for use by students of the
Latter-day Saint University in Salt Lake City. The Young Women's Mutual
Improvement Association (YWMIA), formerly the Retrenchment

BYU dance group under Algie Ballif and Mildred Lewis. 1921
President Brimhall frowned on going barefoot
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Association, asked that the facility might also be used by their girls in case of
inclement weather. The gymnasium provided young women with the
opportunity to learn and develop skills in appropriate social dances. Ann
Nebeker, a former member of the YWMIA, was hired specifically to teach
dance, gymnastics, and athletics. By June of 1911, courses in dance
instruction were offered throughout the Church on neighborhood,
community, and regional levels, reflecting the philosophy of the YWMIA
leaders, that "it would be far more creditable to teach the young how to
dance properly and gracefully than to offer criticism." 19 Dance in the
YWMIA as of]une, 1914, consisted of "Hewett's Fancy," the Scotch Reel, and
square dances. During this time dance and recreation were officially under

BYU dancers, ca . 1 920

the auspices of the Mutual Improvement Associations. Enthusiasm for dance
continued to grow in the Church, and with the increase in participation
came the clarification of the standards for MIA dances. In 1923 some general
guidelines were outlined.
No dance should be conducted unless a dance director was
present who had qualified himself as such by special training
in the MIA.
2. City ordinances concerning public dance halls should be
maintained.
3. Music for the dances must be played as written; the orchestra
[ was] to remain seated during the rendition of the numbers;
and "jazz" music was to be eliminated.
1.
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4. Good dance atmosphere should be maintained.
5. Good dance position must be insisted upon .. .. "The gentleman should stand erect with his left arm easily extended.
The lady rests her right hand lightly on the gentleman's left
hand; her left hand rests firmly on the gentleman's right
shoulder. Her left elbow must rest on the gentleman's right
elbow, thus bringing her position slightly to his right, never
directly in front of him." 20
Despite the rules and restrictions, MlA dances were a popular and enjoyable
social outlet for the young people.

DANCE IN TWENTIETH-CENTURY MORMONOOM

The elaborate Church dance festivals began in 1922 with an exhibition
at Saltair, a resort situated on the Great Salt Lake. The evening featured
dancing and other entertainments, such as community singing and a Scout
band. This event, modest as it was, attracted an audience of 5,836. The dance
exhibition soon became a featured event at the annual MIAJune
Conference. As the years progressed and the Church's youth and directors
became more experienced and skilled, the colorful dance programs grew in
size and popularity. Young people throughout the Church were encouraged
to take part, and the spectacles often included from 3,000 to 12,000 dancers.
The dance festivals at Saltair continued until 1947, when the crowds finally
outgrew that facility. Then in 1947, they moved to the University of Utah
stadium, where the production was enhanced visually by the green lawn and
open air. The move did not solve the problem of space, however, and
beginning in 1953 the June Conference dance festival was scheduled for two
nights. 21 June Conferences were discontinued in 1973, and dance festivals
are no longer a single, centralized production. Church organizations in
various parts of the United States and foreign countries now plan their own
festivals , which can feature dances characteristic of their region or
traditions .
.The June Conference dance festivals represent a culmination of the
Retrenchment Association's aims to avoid the fashions of the day and
develop dance in a more "worthwhile" direction. The dance programs not
only exhibited the skill of many participants but also included a vast,
invisible supporting structure of teachers, directors, and others. In 1955,
Marba Josephson, a member of the YWMIA General Board, commented:
"Behind these visible dancers are two to three times as many who in the
wards and stakes have been receiving the benefit of well-directed,
well-supervised dance activities." 22
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DANCE AT BRIGHAM YOUNG UNIVERSITY

In 1914 the MIA asked leading Church schools to offer a special course
in dance training and direction to better prepare MIA leaders. Brigham
Young Academy followed this instruction and went further to expand its
dance offerings. At its beginning in 1875, the academy had no formally
organized physical education activities; recreation consisted of spontaneous
hikes, dances, and picnics. 23 In 1890 Susa Young Gates, a daughter of
Brigham Young, initiated a Theory of Physical Culture class; and courses in
calisthenics and military marching soon followed. During a trip east, Miss
Gates persuaded Maud May Babcock, a teacher of physical culture and the
Delsarte system (which combined calisthenics with singing, declamation,
and dancing to develop bodily grace and poise) at Harvard to come to Utah
and expose the men and women to important ideas of physical culture and
elocution. 24 She came in 1892, and that summer a course in the Delsarte
system-"natural and aesthetic movements for physical development and
for expression in elocution"-was offered at the academy. 25 Miss Babcock's
students participated in activities such as figure marching, Indian club
movements, dumbbell drills, free hand exercises, wand winding, and light
gymnastics. Miss Babcock was the first professionally trained physical
education teacher at the academy, and her concepts of physical culture and
her successful classes provided the underpinnings for the establishment of a
department dedicated solely to the purpose of physical education.

Christmas dance held at Union Station, Ogden, 1 933
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In 1913 the Women's Gymnasium was completed, providing a new and
spacious facility for dance and other recreational and educational activities.
Dance was added to the physical culture coursework, and for the first time
credit was awarded for dance classes. Between 1915 and 1918 professional
dancing, social dancing, and dancing and ballroom supervision were made

Connie Freese performing a pas de deux

from Don Quixote

available to students of Brigham Young Academy. The titles of dance courses
offered in the twenties and early thirties were ambiguous. Apparently, the
BYA dance instructors were not sure if they were teaching Elementary and
Advanced Aesthetic Dancing (1922), Elementary and Advanced Natural
Dancing (1923), Elementary and Advanced Interpretive Dancing (1925), or
Elementary and Advanced Creative Dancing (1933). It is amusing to
consider what unique properties might have differentiated aesthetic,
natural, interpretive, and creative dance from one another. Reviews were
popular among the college students and in th.e community; these dance
presentations were frequently interpretations of Greek myths and poetry. In
such a small and insular community as Provo was, it seems remarkable that
the BYA faculty were so progressive and contemporary in their dance forms.
In the following years , as the curriculum of the entire school was
upgraded and expanded, the academy became a university. Dance offerings
at the university continued to increase, and classes which dealt primarily
with teaching the different forms of dance were added to the physical
education program. These included social, square, tap, marching, folk, clog,
and modern dance. In 1948, Orchesis, a student organization for the
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performance of modern dance, was organized at BYU. This group
encouraged the serious study of modern dance and also provided an outlet
for student performances. A modern dance troupe, The Dancer's Company,
was started in 1976.
Other dance groups were also organized on campus. The International
Folk Dancers came into being in 1956 through the efforts of Mary Bee
Jensen. This group began with seven couples and grew to 400 members. The
folk dancers tour extensively, both nationally and internationally.
The Ballroom Dance Team, formed in 1960, has established an
international reputation for excellence through the expertise of its dancers,
working under skilled, professional leadership.
The Corps de Ballet was organized in 1964 and has been known since
1968 as Theatre Ballet. The corps' dancers have demonstrated their talents
in operas and other dramatic productions on campus.
The Social Dance program at BYU, originally begun in 1914, came
under the direction of the enthusiastic Alma Heaton in 1953. Under Heaton,
a program of social dance instruction blossomed which emphasized
participation rather than performance. Enrollment in social dance classes at
BYU now exceeds 6,000 students each year. 26

BYU modern dance group, Dancers Company

As new forms of dance and new uses for dance emerge, BYU amends its
curriculum to include as many as prove practical and valuable. Among the
courses added in recent decades are those in marching, precision dance,
jazz, disco, and tap dance. The dance department also offers a course in
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teaching creative dance to children. The university sponsors a children's
dance program which functions as both a training ground for aspiring
teachers and a creative environment for the teaching of dance techniques.
The dance program at BYU is one of the most comprehensive programs of
its kind in the country. Its success can be credited to a skilled and dedicated
faculty and to the Mormon emphasis on education and recreation.
DANCE IN CONTEMPORARY MORMDNDOM

Mormon involvement in dance is not limited to Church organizations
and schools but reaches beyond them to the national and international
community. Highly skilled, professional educators, performers, and
choreographers in the Mormon culture have influenced and continue to
influence the sphere of dance. Perhaps the most well-known is Virginia
Tanner, who has been widely acclaimed for her methods of teaching
creative dance to children and her children's Dance Theatre. Dance critic
Walter Terry has called her a Mormon teacher who is a genius in training
children.27 Miss Tanner was also the motivating force for the founding of
Utah's nationally known Repertory Dance Theatre. Other Mormons who are
prominent in the world of dance include Shirley Ririe and Joan Woodbury,
cofounders and directors of the widely traveled Ririe-Woodbury Dance
Company, and William Christensen, who was instrumental in founding the
San Francisco Ballet and the Utah Civic Ballet, more recently known as Ballet
West.
Mormon dancers and professionals have also influenced movement
education and the Artists-in-the-Schools program. BYU faculty member Dee
Winterton is a successful, nationally recognized movement educator. His
professional code, "to teachpeople, not programs," reaffirms Joseph Smith's
philosophy of educating the whole person.
That Mormon artists dance in some of the major companies and
competitions in the world is a significant achievement for them and for the
religious attitudes they reflect. The ideal Mormon artist is spurred on in his
or her work not by the anticipation of worldly acclaim, but by the desire to
produce a worthy offering--one that glorifies God and Mormon
beliefs-and to share with and educate others so that more will aspire to
dance. The primary contribution of the LDS, however, probably has been
and likely will continue to be in education.
In Mormon culture, dance has served as both a means to an end and as
an end in itself in the pursuit of the praiseworthy in life. As a means, dance
has increased group solidarity and provided a vital outlet for recreation and
socialization. As an end in itself, dance is an ennobling activity which adds to
the grace and dignity of man. Brigham Young explained, simply and
precisely, what makes Mormons the "dancingest denomination."
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Our work, our every-day labor, our whole lives are within the
scope of our religion. This is what we believe and what we try to
practice .... Recreation and diversion are as necessary to our
well-being as the more serious pursuits of life. 28
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Foxes

Lisa Hanson

The grass had gone to sea again. The wind
Was licking the grain into waves, splashing into the trees.
Through the window, moonlight laid a study of shadow
Across the spread, dark sculptures of hollow
And highlight, geometrics that slid melting to the floor,
And, when the door opened, spilled into the hall.
Mara stood framed between the jam and the wall,
Lace floating at her feet, puddling in the glow,
Both hands clenched tight around the knob. "There's something
Dying outside." The shadows leapt and slithered
On the bed. Sarah shoved the pane higher.
"I could hear it." They lay, not breathing, eyes
Shifting in the dark to hear such a hush
Of sounds. "Listen." The wind brushed the elm, beating
Scattered rhythms against the clapboard. The dog
Barked. A diesel passed on the highway. "Listen."
Through the window from the night came a cry that filled the room
And shivered on the walls. Twice it came,
Up from the woods or the field or the draw. "Mara,
Go down and tell mother."
"She's asleep."
"I know, go tell her."
Mara went to the top of the stairs and stood.
They were steep and unrailed, plunging in meter,
Becoming softer and softer in the black cushion.
'Tm scared to go alone."
"Turn on the hall light. "

From Monmouth, Oregon, Lisa M. Hanson was a senior in history
when she wrote this poem.
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The harlequin pattern settled again, rocking
Lightly with their breathing. Languorous and careless
With sleep they heard her on the stairs, then the soft
Murmur of waking, and the blend of voices beneath them.
"Coons." The night exploded. Bare feet
Hit the floor and swooped down the stairs.
Already behind, and alone.
Waist deep in the oats, their father stood
Holding a lantern over his head, stark
In the yellow flood, armed with a rake. The dog
Danced around his legs. Advance and retreat.
Bark and run.
He was flashing the light along the trees
When they heard it again. A cold weirding wind
Of a bark that swirled up the draw and slipped
Down their nightgowns, stubbling their legs.
Their mother stood behind him, curtained by the dark.
"Charles, let's don't go any further."
''That's foolish."
"I think it's leaving."
He stepped into the winnowed grain, soft piles
Of clippings running in smooth rows down
To the creek. The light tripped in the sharp bristles
Of straw, scoped the hill, and got lost in the fold.
"What is it Mama?"
The light kept combing the hedgerows, probing
Across the hill.
"I can't see anything."
They stood arm in arm, brooms trailing in their hands,
Feet aching in the cold grass, watching.
He flicked the lantern once more into the gully
And turned back toward the house. They followed close.
Mara was holding her mother's hand.
"I was afraid it would get the little
Cochin Banties."
"Don't be angry with me. "
'Tm not angry. "
"Come sleep with me, Sarah."
"It wasn't coons, Charles."
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Merrilee Webb is a junior in music composition from Fresno,
California. This song won first prize in the 1 9B0 BYU Songfest
competition.
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An Old Familiar Feeling Called the Blues
Lee Charles Kelley

The songs have been written by folks who've been bitten
And the blues is what they wrote.
Now, I'm admittin' I've been hittin' that same old note.
And when they play an old-fashioned tune
About love under the harvest moon,
I get a feeling and it's not new.
It's oh so old and oh so blue.
"Watch out for trick-or-treaters," I hear the D. J. say.
Missy only got an apple, Jamie got the Milky Way.
Jack-a-lanterns calling, blue rain is falling on the close of day.
I'm holding a bag full of memories,
You can talk about nostalgias and ennuis
And deja vues.
But when old Jack Frost comes stealing
I get an old familiar feeling called the blues.
The Dodgers lost the Series. Them bums ain't got no couth.
I finally won the war on acne. Now it seems I've lost my youth.
The stars say it's my lucky year. They don't come near the truth.
A Leo with his moon in Cancer
Meets a Virgo dime-a-dancer;
A gold digger in platinum shoes.
While she was waltzing on the ceiling
I got an old familiar feeling called the blues ...
. . . in the night,
These St. Louis women sure don't treat a man right.
St. Lo uis woman, dressed in your new blue jeans,
Go down to Basin Street,
Way down in New Orleans.
The days are getting shorter. The sky is full of snow.
When the north wind starts to heading south, that's where I want to go.
Fill my tank before the stations close and sail to Mexico.
The road behind will be a rusty stain.
I'll be rusting in the tropical rain
Down in Vera Cruz.
And I'll just watch my paint job peeling
And get that old familiar feeling called the blues.
You know, sometimes it's so appealing
To get an old familiar feeling called the blues.
Lee Charles Kelley lives in Salt Lake City where he works for a
living.
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McCaye Christianson

HE OLD STATE HIGHWAY, commonly known as the Rock Road,
passes right through Micanukie in front of Waters Gravel Factory. The
only gas station in town sits next to the gravel factory on the corner where
the Rock Road intersects Main Street. An orange caution light flashes day and
night at the Main Street traffic. It is hardly necessary. The trucks that come
down the Rock Road stop at Waters Gravel Factory and then head back north.
The most dignified, or perhaps the least undignified, building on Main
Street in Micanukie is the old Mormon church. It is a dark red brick building
with heavy wood doors at the front and in back which are rounded at the top
in the fashion of another time. This was the first Mormon chapel ever built in
the state of Florida, and the handful of members that comprise the branch,
mostly the children and grandchildren of early converts, are proud of it. The
building reminds them that, though they are far away from Zion, they are the
Church in Micanukie. In addition to the old Mormon church there are two
grocery stores, a small diner, a narrow motel, a rickety white Baptist church
and several other less imposing buildings on Main Street.
Most of Micanukie's population live in trailers and small houses in the
woods, but some live in town. The summer before her thirtieth birthday,
Holly Jean Waters, the only grandchild of Wallace Waters, of Waters Gravel
Factory, was at home in one of those fine old houses on the large lots south
of Main Street, those homes with long dirt driveways winding back from the
road. Her Granddaddy Waters, founder of the factory which he named after
himself, tends a vegetable garden in the backyard;:he nurtures long rows of
summer squash and black melons, of okra and peas. Holly Jean's son,
Wallace the Third, is responsible for the livestock: one penned hog and a
coop of sober-looking hens.
Sparse grass grows in the yard. It is Florida grass, fretful and weedy,
visibly worn by the long onslaught of inexhaustible insects. In spite of its
decrepitude, Holly Jean Waters' yard is beautifully fenced-chain-link
nailed to stout posts, with a wide gate across the driveway. Honeysuckle
grows in a tangle along the fence, the orange and white flowers looking like
miniatures of the speakers on old phonographs.

T

McCaye Christianson, originally from Gainesville , Florida ,
graduated in English in April , 1 980. She was named a University
Scholar by the Honors Program . McCaye currently teaches English in Coalville, Utah.
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Micanukie's grand old neighborhood, with its wearied houses and
dying yards, would reek of ruin if not for one thing. The neighborhood is
saved from decadence by the magnolia trees. They stand on every block,
most as tall as the two-story houses. During the summer the rich scent of
their sticky-petalled white blossoms envelops the town like a fog. Magnolia
leaves, slick and shiny, glisten in the sunlight. Disturbed by a breeze, they
flash their light bellies, but only briefly.
Sometimes, in an unspeakable rite, a child pulls a magnolia flower from
a low branch and breaks its center gently. The child writes on the sugary
petals with a fingernail. A date, a sign, a name, a prophecy-the message is
pressed into the private sweetness of ephemeral pages. The petals are
usually bent or crushed in play. Those that are saved, in an old shoebox,
perhaps, with the lid taped down, wither and yellow in time. But somehow,
somewhere, the message lingers in pale, wrinkled almost-dust.
Holly Jean Waters grew up in one of the trailers in the woods outside of
Micanukie. When she was a little girl, she played among pines with giant
clouds of gray moss clumped in the air above her, and a carpet of brown
pine needles under her feet. But she never liked the woods as much as the
town. Wilderness was, in her opinion, no place for a young lady. Once when
she was six, Holly Jean was playing behind the trailer and she stabbed a
resting armadillo with a fondue fork. The beast bit her and she had, she said,
a million shots to kill all the armadillo germs. The woods were not for Holly
Jean Waters.
She moved into the house her granddaddy lived in the first chance she
got, on the day she returned from her honeymoon. Somewhere in the past
seven years, she and Floyd and Wallace the Third stopped living with the old
man and he started living with them. Granddaddy, as they call him, doesn't
seem to mind. He admires Holly Jean's straightforward way of getting what
she wants. He knows she always wanted the house. He often tells her, "Holly
Jean, you are a true Waters, not a bit like your daddy was, and I trust you
explicitly." Holly Jean's respect for the old man is no less, and both have
always understood that when he dies, she will carry on with his work. The
gravel factory will be hers.
Holly Jean's daddy was a tall, thin man with restive eyes and an
unnerving manner, a shiftless fellow who was content to drive trucks for the
old man until a few months after Holly Jean's marriage. He never said a word
to anybody; he just hitched the trailer to his truck and took off with Holly
Jean's mother, no one knew where to, and was not heard from again. People
used to wonder whether he would stand by and see his daughter inherit the
factory and the house, but no one talks about him these days.
Holly Jean never misses her parents. She always loved the old man best.
When she was a little girl she loved to come to the house he lived in and
spend the afternoons listening to stories about what happened when he first
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came to Micanukie, when it was nothing, and started Waters Gravel Factory.
"Was you really the only Mormon in town?" she would ask, awe in her
eyes.
He would nod his head and say, "Yes indeed Holly Jean, but it takes
more than a little tribulation to bend a Waters."
In time, as he told Holly Jean, his faithfulness was rewarded. "One day
elders come from the Valley," he would announce, as though he had never
stated the fact before. "They converted the Wilkses and the Peabodies and
called me to be the branch president when they left. "
"The first Southerner ever called as a branch president in the state of
Florida," Holly Jean would interject when he failed to mention it. "Why
Granddaddy, you practically started the Mormon Church in Florida." And
although Micanukie wasn't Zion, and f;Iolly Jean wouldn't have minded
being born in the real place, it was the Church, a tiny splinter in a stake at the
far end of the tent, so to speak.
The old man knew pioneer stories, too, about the strong, brave people
who crossed the plains to Utah and made Zion with no help from anyone.
Holly Jean's favorite story was the one about Mary Fielding Smith telling the
big mean wagon master she could manage just fine without his help and
then beating him to the Valley in the end. The tale never ceased to thrill her;
she felt a kinship with Mary Fielding Smith that made her limbs electric and
her face warm when she thought about it.
One afternoon when she was almost eight, Holly Jean climbed off the
school bus and headed in the usual direction. Two little suntanned girls with
blonde heads and white sandals walked with her to the old man's yard, shyly
anticipating an invitation to come in and play. But Holly Jean told them they
ought to be getting home where they belonged, she had things to do and
didn't want them hanging around. Holly Jean always hated to share her
granddaddy and the rooms he lived in, even with her parents.
On this particular afternoon, she discovered him sleeping in the parlor.
She woke him by saying "Granddaddy Waters" over and over again, her
voice growing gradually louder, until his round pink head sprang up in
surprise. She liked to count and keep track of how many Granddaddy
Waterses it took from day to day. Now she climbed into his lap and snuggled
down with her head on his wide chest and her legs folded in his lap.
"Now Granddaddy," she said, "tell me about the Waterses and how they
joined the Church later. Tell about your daddy, and you, and me."
The parlor was pleasantly dim, because the old man had drawn the
drapes across the portico doors that led out to the side yard. It was cool
because that side of the house was shaded by the tallest magnolia tree in
Micanukie. The old man sniffed and cleared his throat.
"Your ancestors and mine, Holly Jean, they weren't among the pioneers
that settled the Valley. In fact no Waters has ever set foot in Zion. My own
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daddy joined the Church in South Carolina before I was born. He was a true
Saint of God and I will never know why he chose not to follow the
admonition to gather. He decided to stay and build the Church in South
Carolina instead."
The old man told her about growing up and leaving his home as a
young man with a small fortune and faith that he would achieve great things.
He put Micanukie on the map when he started Waters Gravd Factory. Holly
Jean stretched happily when the old man finished telling about his own
accomplishments.
"And what about Holly Jean Waters?" she asked coyly, tilting her
beautiful head in mock innocence. "How does Miss Holly Jean fit into all of
this?"
The old man patted her arm with his big red hand. "That," he said,
"remains to be seen. But you are a true Waters. Some day you will run Waters
Gravel Factory. And you might even do greater things than that." He kissed
the top of her head roughly. "You're no baby, Holly Jean. You 're a true
Waters. "
The old man and the little girl sat quietly for a few minutes, both
listening as his words beat against the walls and carpet, listening until the
house absorbed them. But not all of them. A few , the most important ones,
settled in a private place inside Holly Jean, in what could be called the
shoebox of her soul. At last she stirred, a little wistfully.
"Now do something about the pioneers, Granddaddy." She smiled up
at him. "Do Mary Fielding. You haven't told that one in weeks."
The old man looked unhappy and said, "Why don't you go play a little
Holly Jean. You 've caught me in the middle of a well-deserved nap."
Holly Jean sighed tragically and glanced at his face, but his eyes were
already closed. She knew the old man's moods perfectly and could have
maneuvered him back into telling stories for the rest of the afternoon, but
she felt a little like going out in the yard.
''I'll do Mary Fielding myself," she said as she slid from his lap. "Have a
nice nap. "
Holly Jean opened the doors noisily and slammed them behind her so
the glass panes shivered energetically. She sat down on the thin grass under
the magnolia and closed her eyes. She thought about Mary Fielding
marching across the plains, two oxen pulling a covered wagon behind her. It
was almost impossible to believe that no Waters had ever made that journey!
Holly Jean opened her eyes. There was a thoughtful look on her hard little
face.
She stood up and pulled a flower from one of the branches within her
reach. She sat back down and deliberately broke the blossom into her skirt,
separating each petal from the others. She picked out the three largest, and
threw the others onto the grass. She put the first of the three she had saved
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on one palm and marked it carefully with her fingernail. "HJW," she wrote.
She crowded the second petal, making a number one and spelling out
"Waters." On the third she wrote, "in Zion." She stood up and stretched to
lay the petals in a row on the limb above her head.
It only took three Granddaddy Waterses to awaken the old man when
she went back in. She settled into his lap and said, "Granddaddy, am I really a
true Waters, not a bit like my daddy was?"
"Well," he said, "you 're about the truest Waters I've ever seen. "
"Your daddy joined the Church when he was a boy, and you was the
first Southerner called as a branch president in the state of Florida."
"That's the truth," he said.
'Tm going to be the first Waters to set foot in Zion," Holly Jean said.
After she started high school Holly Jean didn't come so often to hear
stories. She came with Floyd Barnum instead. On Friday nights she rang the
doorbell twice to let the old man know she was there, then she and Floyd sat
on the creaky bench swing under the porch light and talked. Holly Jean
always sat back in the swing so her crossed legs didn't reach the porch and
let Floyd do the rocking. They sat close together and Floyd talked, telling
Holly Jean about all the things he might do some day. She listened quietly.
She already knew what he was going to do some day, but she didn't tell him
that. Sometimes they kissed, self-consciously, aware of the watching
darkness beyond the porch light, proud of themselves.
As it turned out, there was more than just darkness watching. Everyone
in town had always been interested in Holly Jean because she was Wallace
Waters' only grandchild, and because she was smart and beautiful. The old
man constantly bragged about her.
"A true Waters," he would say, "good-looking and knows how to get
what she wants."
It was a great day for Micanukie when she and Floyd Barnum finally got
engaged. People thought Floyd was a man who could run Waters Gravel
Factory right. Not because he was brilliant; everyone knew who had picked
whom , and later, people called Floyd "Holly Jean Waters' husband" but
never called Holly Jean "Floyd Barnum's wife." The reason they were happy
about the engagement was that they knew Floyd was good, and they
believed his influence would improve Holly Jean's character. Then of
course, the day of their engagement was immortalized because of the wreck
on the Rock Road. No less than five people were killed the night Floyd
Barnum decided to propose marriage to Holly Jean Waters.
Floyd was driving up the dirt road to the Waters' trailer when he heard
about the wreck on the radio. A train had hit a car full of teenagers on the
Rock Road. Floyd honked the horn three times before Holly Jean came to the
door.
"Floyd," she whined, "quit!"
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Holly Jean was a tiny woman with a boyish body and a triangular face.
Her light brown eyes were extraordinarily large. Her eyebrows arched over
them in a fine line. She looked like a butterfly flitting down the steps and into
the car. She kissed Floyd long and hard on the mouth. He said, "I do believe
that you 're the best kisser in the world, Holly Jean."
Holly Jean giggled. "Let me tell you, Floyd Barnum, by the time I'd of
finished with old Brigham Young he would of been too tired to bid his other
twenty-eight wives goodnight. "
Floyd laughed rudely and Holly Jean said, 'Tm starving tonight, baby.
Can we drive to Jacksonville for dinner?"
Floyd whistled and winked at her. "Whatever you say, doll. You want to
stop on the Rock Road and see the wreck? A train ran over a car. "
Holly Jean looked very pretty and weak. "I don't want to see a gory mess
before we go to dinner, Floyd. Will the people still be there?"
Floyd started the car and it jumped through the gate. "Shoot no," he
said in a husky voice. "They're gone by now."
Floyd pulled over onto the side of the road when they came to the
tracks and Holly Jean got out of the car before he did.
"Looky there!" she exclaimed. "The people are all gone but the car's in
the ditch. "
Floyd hurried to her side and wrapped one arm around her waist. He
moved a little jerkily, as though he were fighting nervousness. He pulled
Holly Jean down the steep ditch to the car. The top was crushed into the
body; the car had apparently flipped and come down with the top
underneath, then rolled once to the:; bottom of the ditch. Floyd pulled Holly
Jean on a few more steps and she cried out suddenly, turning her face
toward his body but not taking her eyes off the car, horror and fascination in
her gaze.
"Floyd, look!"
The door hung open and dark blood was all over the seats and on the
dashboard. There were bits of flesh caught in the edges of broken window
glass. Holly Jean spun out of Floyd's arm and charged up the side of the
ditch. He followed and caught up with her before she reached the car. She
whipped around and scowled at him, breathing heavily.
"Floyd, you little nigger! That's the most disgusting thing I have ever
seen." He took a step toward her. "Don't you touch me!" she warned. "My
appetite has been ruined. "
They got in the car and Floyd turned on the engine then sat staring
dejectedly at the steering wheel.
"What's wrong with you?" Holly Jean asked briskly. "Get me out of
here."
Floyd sighed and looked at the seat between them. 'Tm sorry, doll. I
thought they would have cleaned up by now." Holly Jean looked out the
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window into the woods across the road.
Floyd sighed an even longer sigh. "Gee doll, I was wanting to have a
little talk with you tonight. Please don't make me take you home. We'll go to
Jacksonville for dinner, to the Sea Palace. "
Holly Jean tried to seem indifferent but she was interested. "Well, let's
have our little talk now, then you can take me home. "
Floyd reached across the seat and covered her hand with his. She didn't
move. "This ain't really the place I had in mind," he said. "I want to talk about
you and me getting-you know. "
Holly Jean looked at him. "Floyd, why don't you say what you're
saying?"
He turned in the seat and pulled on her hand. She didn 't respond, so he
scooted over close to her. "Holly Jean."
"Yes Floyd?"
"Will you marry me?"
It was almost dark outside. Acongregation of crickets was singing in the
woods. It seemed warm and quiet in the car.
At last Holly Jean said, "Aw, Floyd."
He looked fearful. "Well?" he asked in a hoarse voice.
She smiled at him. She pulled her hand out from under his and pressed
both hands against his head right behind his ears, her pretty thumbs on his
face.
"Of course I'll marry you ," she said. "Of course I will. "
Holly Jean and Floyd experienced their first marital strife the day they
returned from their honeymoon. Floyd wanted to rent a trailer and Holly
Jean wanted to move in with her Granddaddy Waters. "Like they say, the
honeymoon is over," Floyd said. They experienced their second marital
strife when Wallace the Third was born. Holly Jean knew from the day she
found out she was pregnant that her baby was going to be like Granddaddy
Waters in every way and that he should, therefore, be named after the old
man. Floyd had his doubts. He pointed out that Wallace Waters the Third
Barnum was a very strange name indeed and Holly Jean couldn't help but
agree. She was a few weeks in finding the most acceptable variation. She
thought of Wallace Waters Barnum the Third, but that gave the wrong
impression. She thought of leaving the Barnum off altogether but was afraid
of pushing Floyd too far. When the little boy's second fast Sunday rolled
around and it really was time for him to be blessed, she made up her mind:
Wallace Waters Barnum but call him Wallace the Third.
As it turns out, Holly Jean was right. Wallace the Third is like
Granddaddy Waters in every way. Even Floyd can see that. The little boy has
the old man's unswerving walk and his short, solid frame . And he shares the
old man's absolute devotions. If Granddaddy Waters comes up the drive in
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the evening kicking at the dirt and greets Wallace the Third with, "Lost a
truck in Georgia this morning-it went through a guardrail and rolled.about
200 yards," Wallace the Third falls into stride and says, "Dingdang! I wisht I
had of been driving that truck. I wouldn 't of drove it through the guardrail."
They go into the house to tell Holly Jean about it. Her butterfly face
grows stern and she says, "But of co urse it was insured!"
Her granddaddy scratches his bald head.
" It was new," he says. "Me and Floyd decided to risk it."
"I wouldn 't of drove it through the guardrail," Wallace the Third says
angrily.
Holly Jean is one of the most influential members of the Church in
Micanukie. When she sold all the beds in her house because the wood
frames were scratched and Wallace the Third had wet every mattress at least
once, other wives began to notice their own scratches and yellow stains and
wish they had new mattresses and brass frames like Holly Jean's. They
admire, without daring to imitate, her clothes, which she orders from New
York or buys in a boutique inJacksonville called "La Femme Fatale," and her
makeup, which she copies from the faces of stars and models in magazines.
Her latest venture has caused considerable furor in the Relief Society
because there is not a woman in the branch who is in a position to imitate
her. She announced recently that she was starting a self-improvement
program. Her granddaddy said fine , a Waters should always be improving
herself, and with those words he found he had volunteered to take care of
Wallace the Third three afternoons a week. Holly Jean goes to Jacksonville
on Mondays to exercise at a private health spa, on Wednesdays to golf and
shop, and on Fridays to have her hair done.
Once a month she goes to her electrologist. She is having the
nonessential hairs in her fine eyebrows removed so she won't have to pluck
them anymore. All of this is very expensive in time and money, but Holly
Jean can afford it. She has the gravel factory; and Granddaddy Waters likes
tending Wallace the Third even ifhe does dwindle in unbelief, as Holly Jean
puts it, now and then when the child gets too energetic. The old man is
raising his only great-grandchild like he raised Holly Jean. Wallace the Third
knows who he is.
Granddaddy Waters is liking staying home so much that a few weeks
ago he invited Holly Jean to manage the factory full time with Floyd as an
advisory assistant. Holly Jean declined.
"If I wanted to run the place, I'd be running it," she told him. "Why
don't you let Floyd do it? That'll make the town happy and you and me can
advise him."
The old man shook his round head in awe. "Holly Jean, you are one
tough woman. You are the truest Waters that ever was."
Holly Jean tried to act offended, because she didn 't particularly like
being called a tough woman.
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"Tough nothing," she said. 'Tm not the working kind. Why some of the
women in the branch, I won't mention names, feel they simply must disobey
the voice of the Prophet and barge into the job market I'll never know. "
She pinched the old man's red cheek and grinned like she had as a little
girl, but even then it hadn 't really been a little girl's grin, and said, 'Tm just a
little home-mama who loves taking care of her baby son and her precious
granddaddy."
The old man pinched her cheek and leaned toward her with a fakey
smile. "You can't fool your Granddaddy Waters, Holly Jean. "
Now she smiled genuinely.
"Alright," she said, "I am a tough woman. I'm a regular Mary Fielding."
The old man was satisfied and he thudded into his chair as she
unfastened the portico doors. She shut them hard so they rattled their
old-friends greeting at her. Holly Jean was completely happy, because she
felt she had arrived at her life. This thought came to her as she strolled
around the old magnolia tree, breathing the message of its perfect flowers.
She had the house, the factory, her granddaddy, her husband , and her son.
She felt that she was beautiful and independent, free to do as she pleased
with what was hers.
"I am a true Waters," she said to herself.
Holly Jean thought that she would sit down under the tree and wait for
evening, but when she walked around to the side facing away from the
house she discovered Wallace the Third leaning on the trunk, his knees
against his chest, his face red and sweaty with concentration.
There were a few white petals on the grass around his dirty bare feet
and one on top of each knee. A third lay in his stout little palm. He was
marking it with his thumbnail. Seeing him , Holly Jean remembered that
when she was a little girl she had vowed that she would be the first Waters in
Zion.
The words in that private place in Holly Jean's heart stirred. She felt
through the years the ambition that had been so hard and real in her mind
that day. She looked back to the tree, but her son had finished his work and
gone quietly. Holly Jean sat down in his place. She felt with astonishing
suddenness that her life was not complete, in spite of Granddaddy, the
house, Waters Gravel Factory, Floyd, and Wallace the Third. The thing she
wanted most of all, she had not yet taken. Holly Jean Waters felt again what
she had felt long before, nestled in the old man's lap. And she remembered
listening to his words tear the air. She wanted to be the first Waters in Zion.
Floyd wants to buy Holly Jean new living room furniture for her
thirtieth birthday, but she tells him she would rather have the money to
spend as she pleases. She hires a temporary housekeeper and buys a ticket
to Zion. The leaves on the old magnolia flash sharply at her on the morning
of her departure.
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On her first morning in Salt Lake City, Holly Jean dresses in tight-legged
designer jeans rolled to her ankles and high-heeled sandals. Her loose
blouse is watery green. She makes her face up with oranges and browns. She
is ready. The sky above the city is bluer than the sky above Micanukie, Holly
Jean thinks, a sort of startled, gasping blue. A sky to see visions in, she thinks.
She pictures old Brigham Young, surrounded by his anxious young wives,
gazing rapturously into that sky.
Holly Jean walks all morning. She likes the distinct click of her heels on
the polished floors of museums and other public buildings. She thinks that
people in the street notice her, that they turn to look at her after she has
passed, struck by something in her face. I'm in Zion, she keeps saying to
herself. I'm the first Waters in Zion.
Holly Jean is very hungry by noon, so she stops to buy a hamburger in a
shopping mall. She explains to the cashier that although she normally avoids
eating during the day, sight-seeing has left her famished. The cashier is
pleasantly amused by her accent. This pleases Holly Jean.
She sits down and starts sucking intently on her straw. She notices a
young boy hesitating at the edge of her vision. He takes a few steps toward
her, then stops to count a handful of change. Holly Jean examines his face
with distaste. He has light eyes with faint purple half-moons under them. His
pale ears protrude from long, unkempt hair. Holly Jean thinks he is an
extremely ugly child.Just as she thinks it, he stops in front of her and begins
to tell her about a special toy he wants, an electronic toy. He needs seventy
more cents to be able to buy it. Holly Jean gives him the quarter off her tray.
She lifts her perfect eyebrows in disapproval as the child disappears and
comments to the man sitting next to her that the boy was obviously not LDS.
If he was, something should be done about him. But she is sure he wasn't.
Her neighbor nods his large head in agreement as she speaks.
When she is finished eating, Holly Jean rents a sleek sports car and
leaves to spend the afternoon in Provo. Her last stop there, late in the
afternoon, is them use um run by the Daughters of the Utah Pioneers. A very
old woman is on duty there. She greets Holly Jean at the door in a
monotonous voice. Her face is undistinguished; Holly Jean tries to look in
her eyes as the woman drones out her history of them useum, but she finds
nothing in them on which to fasten attention. She is slightly irritated by the
old woman's gesturing. Her hands seem to Holly Jean to be moving
aimlessly as she speaks.
The displays on the first floor of the museum include a scratched old
organ, cases of pioneer rifles, arrowhead collections, and jaunty baby
buggies with plastic dolls in them. The attendant is following her around, so
Holly Jean makes her way reluctantly up the stairs to the second floor. The
click of her heels sounds cheap to her in this heavy place filled with things
from the past.
so
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The cases on the second floor contain old clothing. Holly Jean comes to
a small, grayed silk shoe at the end of one case. Something in the
accompanying card catches her eye. She reads the card slowly. It explains
that this shoe was worn by Mary Fielding in the Kirtland Temple. Holly Jean
reads the card again. She looks at the shoe. Her mind takes her back to
granddaddy's parlor, to the story of Mary Fielding Smith bringing her family
to Zion. Holly Jean feels her granddaddy's breath on her head, sees his hairy
red hand on the arm rest before her eyes. She leans her forehead against the
glass, weakly, and moans "Mary Fielding" several times. "Mary Fielding.
Jesus bless her precious heart!"
The museum attendant touches her arm and asks a question. She
moves her hands in a helpless, distressed way. Holly Jean sees that they are
delicate hands, like white petals that have dried and become yellow and
wrinkled. Like ancient magnolia petals in a shoebox. She looks into the
woman's eyes. There is something wrong with one of them; it trembles
when she moves her head and catches the light in a strange way, like the
bodies of fish under a lamp in an aquarium. Holly Jean feels tears on her
face. "This is Mary Fielding's shoe!" she sobs. "God love her soul!"
It is dark when Holly Jean arrives back in Salt Lake City. She parks the
car that pleased her so much only a few hours ago crookedly in the hotel lot.
She sees her face in the rear view mirror. The makeup on her eyes is
smudged and there are orange and brown fingerprints on her cheeks and
chin. She gets out of the car and walks numbly through the night. She is like a
blind moth, fluttering awkwardly but instinctively forward. When she
reaches the old Visitors' Center on Temple Square, she goes up the ramp
and stands before the great marble image in the dome.
Jesus looms above her, smooth and serene. Holly Jean touches his foot
hesitantly. She waits for the love, the peace of his approval. "Sweet Jesus,"
she mumbles, ''I've come to Zion."
Holly Jean turns to the globed window behind her. The white statue is
reflected in the glass, huge and distorted. The black sky seems to be filled
with Jesus, a cool specter hovering over his Zion with relentless eyes and
arms. Holly Jean sees not affirmation, but exclusion in his face, and she
knows why Old Testament Prophets called him Terrible. She sees herself
outside a land she can not enter, a home ringed in fire she can not endure.
But at the same time, she sees that Jesus' hands could reach anyone in the
city. He could touch her. The vision opens reluctantly inside Holly Jean and
expands until it is pressing from inside the tips of her round fingers.
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The language in The Executioner's
Song is often uncomplicated,

REVIEVVS
The Executioner's Song by Norman

Mailer. New York: Warner Books,
1979, 1024 pp. $3.95.
ERHAPS IT IS FAIR to ask if a
1024-page "true life novel"
about a man who indifferently
slaughtered two innocent men is
worth reading. And perhaps if The
Executioner's Song were simply an
account of the life, exploits, and
execution of Gary Gilmore, the
answer would be no. But this novel
is more; the style in which it is
written and the issues that it raises
commend this book both for its art
and for its social commentary.
In its preparation, Mailer relied
o n court transcripts; letters between
imprisoned Gilmore and his lover,
Nicole Barrett; and taped interviews
with Gilmore himself, Nicole,
Gilmore's relatives, friends ,
employers, and his victims'
acquaintances, as well as policemen,
detectives, prison guards, judges,
lawyers, psychiatrists, civil
libertarians, and journalists-more
than three hundred people who
were, in one way or another, drawn
into the case. Over a fifteen-month
period, Mailer formed, from this
chaos of facts and recollections, a
narrative which lacks the strongly
opinionated tone , called "the voice
of Aquarius," that so characterizes
his previous works.
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sometimes flat , and sometimes even
ungrammatical. But this is no
indictment against Mailer's
writing: he is merely trying to
accurately characterize people who,
too, are often uncomplicated,
sometimes flat, and who sometimes
speak ungrammatically. His simple
style authentically reconstructs the
colloquial language of some of his
characters. The sentence structures
may lack complexity, but the
arrangement of detail and shifting of
characters through whom the
narrative unfolds display Mailer's
genius of observation and virtuosity
of literary craftsmanship. This is
evident even in the first paragraph.
Brenda was six when she fell
out of the apple tree. She
climbed to the top and the
limb with the good apples
broke off. Gary caught her as
the branch came scraping
down. They were scared. The
apple trees were their grandmother's best crop and it was
forbidden to climb in the orchard. She helped him drag
away the tree limb and they
hoped no one would notice.
That was Brenda's earliest recollection of Gary.
Perhaps one of the more
fascinating aspects of the novel is its
ability to draw the reader into the
bleak, oppressive, and sometimes
horrifying world it describes. It has a
strange sort of power which endows
the reader with a curiosity,

compelling him to confront what he
is afraid to confront and to endure
what is unpleasant to endure. In
describing Gilmore's second
murder, for example, each
revelation leads to the next until
finally the gruesome scene is
exposed.
Then she heard Ben talking to
somebody in the front office.
She thought maybe there was
a child there because she
heard a balloon pop. So she
went out to talk. No reason.
Just felt like talking to a kid.
As she went through the
door from the apartment to
the office, a tall man with a
goatee, who had been about to
leave, turned around and
came back toward her.
... Quickly , she turned
around and went back to the
apartment .. .. Then she got
herself together, and walked
through the living room into
the kitchen and peeked into
the office .... She got there in
time to watch the strange man
walk out the door. Then she
walked in.
Ben was on the floor. He just
lay there face down, and his
legs were shaking. When she
bent over to look at him , she
saw his head was bleeding.
She had had first-aid courses
once and they told you to put
your hand to a wound and
apply pressure, but this was
awful heavy bleeding. A wave
of blood kept rising out of his
hair. She put her hand on it.

While its literary technique makes
The Executioner's Song difficult to

put down , the issues it raises,
whether intentionally or not, make it
difficult to stop thinking about.
Gilmore was extremely intelligent,
and the people in Provo were good
to him. Why did he wantonly murder
two innocent men whom he had
never met before? Why did he
demand execution? What role does
or should the media have in
covering cases like Gilmore's?
Would Gilmore have continued to
insist on being executed if he had
not received the publicity that he
did? Did the media, then , in an effort
to gratify its audience, not only
report but create news?
Mailer does make a statement in
The Executioner's Song. In part, the
book attempts to portray a segment
of the West with its run down pickup
trucks, corner drug stores, and
cultural sterility. And perhaps, here,
Mailer can be faulted for creating a
view of the West which is
unrepresentative of many who live
there. But at the same time, there is
truth in his representations; his
detail and dialogue bring to our
attention an often unnoticed or
forgotten group of people who are
trapped economically and socially in
a bleak world.
But Mailer refrains from
answering the majority of the
questions he raises and often from
even commenting on the material
he narrates. The tone of the novel,
with few exceptions, remains flat
and objective. Mailer presents us
with "true life" and with conflicting
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views, but not preferentially. We are
left to decide for ourselves about
Gilmore, the death penalty, the news
media, and about people. One of the
novel's greatest values is that after
bringing us nose to nose with
significant issues and questions, it
leaves us to find the answers. It asks
us whether we have progressed in
our attitudes and sensibilities
beyond the lusty Roman crowds
who watched with morbid
fascination as men maimed and
murdered each other. But then it
remains silent as we strain our ears
for the answer.
ls The Executioner's Song worth
reading? The answer depends
largely on each individual. Certainly,
few books written in the last year
exhibit the literary technique and
social significance of this Pulitzer
Prize-winning novel. The time and
effort spent in its reading can yield
valuable rewards. But those who
have weak stomachs or who are
offended by views and lifestyles
contrary to LDS mores would
probably prefer to leave this
volume, and perhaps other Mailer
works as well , unread.

-Kurt L. Harrison
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The Mormon Experience: A History
of the Latter-day Saints by Leonard J.
Arrington and Davis Bitton. New
York: Vintage Books, 1979, 404 pp.
$5.95.
HERE SEEMS TO BE a new
spirit developing in the recent
works of Mormon historians and
archivists. No more of the same
retelling of stories for members of
the Church along lines established
decades ago. Wider interpretations
are allowed , and hence, there seem
to be fewer depictions of all Saints as
so close to perfect and all mob
members as so far from good. This
change appears as the world begins
to discover that Mormons are more
than just a sect or a cult: in their eyes
we have become a bona fide
religion. This type of feeling
requires a new and more
sophisticated mode of
interpretation-as a religious
tradition. A recent work that follows
this new path is The Mormon
Experience: A History of the
Latter-day Saints by Leonard J.
Arrington and Davis Bitton.
Arrington and Bitton are among
those that initiated this new feeling
in Mormon historiography, and they
are to be credited for their fine
work.
The Mormon Experience can be
an illuminating book for both
members and nonmembers, though
nonmembers may have difficulty
with some of the distinctly Mormon
terminology. Since the book's
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approach is "more topical than
strictly chronological" (p. x ), the
historian's perspective can be used
more effectively to help us
understand present conditions in
terms of earlier events. Though
designed to be an institutional
history of the Church, all aspects of
the Church's growth, from doctrinal
co social, are suitab ly covered. The
treatment is balanced and does not
draw coo much attention to any
particular line of development. The
book is intended for those "who
simply wanted to find out about the
Mormon people" (p. xii ).The
authors state chat their purpose is to
produce an analytical, interpretive,
topical history designed for a broad
readership. They attempt to give the
special insights of an insider, and yet
still retain a scholar's proper
objectivity. And thi s they do ,
providing what Richard Bushman
wou ld call a "faithful history" of
critical believers who are true "to
the a priori assumptions of revealed
religion " (Wi lliam Mulder,
"Mormon Angles of Historical
Vision: Some Maverick
Reflections,"Joumal of Mormon
History 3 [1976):15).
The book's sixteen chapters are
divided into three parts: The Early
Church, The Kingdom in the West,
and The Modern Church. This
arrangement is pleasing because the
twentieth century is not treated as
the usual postscript to the Church's
nineteenth century beginnings.
The first section, The Early
Church, begins by painting a
realistic picture of the milieu and

circumstances that gave birth to the
pinings of the youngJoseph to seek
Goel. With quotes from
Swedenborg, Schweitzer, and
psychologist Erik Erikson , the
authors help to find hidden insight
into the often enigmat ic personality
of Joseph Smith. Attention is also
given to the considerab le
antagonistic treatment of the
Prophet. The authors note that the
"saintly Joseph of Mormon
biography" who "often seemed to
dwell above human passion and
earth ly circumstance," and the
Joseph who was tried as a money
digger are distorted extremes. Both
"miss the heart of the man , whose
often contradictory acts and
paradoxical rhetoric suggest that the
stereotypes ignore his humanity" (p.
17). With this realistic treatment of
Joseph Sm ith, Arrington and Bitton
may set a precedent for future
treatments of individuals and of
groups in Mormon history.
After a disguised theological essay
entitl ed, "The Appeals of
Mormonism ," Arrington and Bitton
use the troubled religious
conditions of Joseph's clay to
introduce the events leading to the
westward migration of the Saints.
The fine quality of this historical
outline is underscored by the
sensitive ly balanced treatment given
the persecutions in Ohio and
Missouri. Though their religious
beliefs were offensive to some,
many of the Saints' economic and
social practices ( trading only among
themselves, heavy purchasing of
land, polygamy, sympathy for
87
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Negroes, to name a few) are
suggested as the leading cause of
their numerous problems. Though
attempting to build Zion, the Saints
were by no means perfect. Their
troubles climax with the
assassination of Joseph Smith and
the dispersal of the Saints to the
West. The accession of Brigham
Young to the presidency of the
Church provides a transition to the
book's next part, The Kingdom in
the West.
Part Two is not just concerned
with the process of settling the West,
but it also follows the growth of Utah
from a small , and struggling, bastion
of Mormonism to the center of a
worldwide church organization and
an important economic entity.
Immigrants and Indians are treated
in separate chapters, since both
groups had considerable influence
on the growth of the Church's
temporal kingdom. The authors also
provide an important survey of the
political vicissitudes the Church has
had to endure, thus shedding
further light on the unique Mormon
heritage. The first political trouble
came with Mormon bloc voting and
certain LDS economic practices.
Polygamy, though , was later to
become the issue which proved to
be the Church's greatest challenge.
However, from their original
feelings of mistrust and suspicion
toward the government, most LDS
Church members eventually
became more patriotic than most
other Americans. Their firm
commitment to what the Saints
believed was a heavenly inspired
BB

constitution may have played some
part in this change.
The chapter "Marriage and Family
Patterns" takes on the inevitable and
unenviable task of describing and
defending the Church's former
practice of polygamy-"the
principle." Though many critics
have seen little in Mormondom
beyond polygamy, Arrington and
Bitton suggest that since less than
one percent of all Mormons were
ever part of polygamous
households , a more correct view
would emphasize eternal marriage,
not plurality of wives. Polygamy is
treated from an orthodox view but is
not given the length or depth of
analysis that, perhaps, many
non-Mormons might have liked.
Polygamy is described adequately,
but only in proportion to its
importance as one of many forces
which has shaped the Latter-day
Saints' destiny.
Arrington and Bitton write a
chapter on the nineteenth century
ward, yet this material could easily
have been included in other
chapters, or perhaps it could have
been broadened to contain
descriptions of contemporary ward
life, since a ward is the most central
community institution in Mormon
worship patterns. Contemporary
issues are not ignored, however.
"Mormon Sisterhood: Charting the
Changes" is a fascinating discussion
of the evolution of women's roles in
the Church. There is, of course, the
perfunctory laud for the work of the
Relief Society; and there is a brief
discussion of Mormon women's

Reviews

reactions to polygamy. "Charting the
Changes" comes into play with the
defensive posture which the Church
assumed when confronted by
charges that Mormon women were
being oppressed and denied
meaningful tasks in the Church. And
now, though maintaining a
definitely traditional stance, the
hierarchy of the Church is beginning
to recognize the special needs of the
numerous divorced, widowed, and
single women in the Churchgroups which in the past tended to
feel left out of the Church's
family-centered activities. Some
polarization will probably always
remain, but for the main part, the
Church as a whole grows as diverse
views and differences in people are
recognized, and accepted or
reconciled.
It is this process that is examined
in Part Three. The remarkable
growth and vigor of the Church are
explained as a "creative adjustment"
resulting in part from the severe
social and governmental pressures
to change and conform during its
early and middle years. "Church and
Kingdom: Creative Adjustment and
Reinvigoration" is an interpretative
discussion of the Latter-day Saints'
accommodation to the political and
social demands of the late
nineteenth and early twentieth
centuries. This accommodation was
not total; the distinctive fabric of the
Mormonism established by Joseph
Smith remained and flourished.
No book on the Mormons would
be complete without an
examination of the finances of the

Church. Many, including lifelong
members, may find that the chapter,
"The Temporal Foundation," holds
numerous surprises. The authors do
point out that although the Church
has many assets, the capital is largely
tied up in schools, seminaries, and
churches-none of which is
income-producing property. The
financial soundness of the Church is
due largely to the payment of tithing
by many faithful members.
More than any other part of the
book, the last two chapters, "In the
World-Institutional Responses"
and "Group Personality: The
Unsponsored Sector," contain an
accurate picture of what a modern
Latter-day Saint is and does. Whether
arising from theology or from the
Mormon social culture, to a
Latter-day Saint the terms "to be"
and "to do" are almost synonymous.
Much of the narrative in the final
chapter reads like a Who's Who of
Mormon Successes, and there are
many fascinating stories of famous
members and past leaders. John
Widstoe, for example, is most often
remembered in his calling as
Apostle. It is not as well known ,
though , that he was one of the
world's pioneer soil physicists.
In The Mormon Experience , the
average Latter-day Saint is not left
out of the history. Arrington and
Bitton endeavor to show Mormons
for the variety of human beings they
are-people with problems as well
as strengths, people with a sense of
humor as well as spirituality. The fact
that Mormons have achieved and
made contributions in the
BB
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"unsponsored sector," that is,
outside of the Church organization,
is stressed through a number of
examples. For instance, the Korean
children's singing group, Tender
Apples, was started by an LDS
serviceman. Many other volunteer
service groups have been formed by
independently acting members,
outside of the Church's institutional
boundaries.
The book closes with Richard
Poll's symbolism of Liahona Saints,
those who are more liberal,
skeptical, and tentative, and Iron
Rod Saints, those who are more
conservative, unquestioning, and
faithful to authority. The authors
point to the "healthy tension"
between these types of LDS people,
suggesting that the differences
promote a progressivism and that
the combination of opposing
natures produces a greater balance
and stability to the faith through a
positive resolution.
One particular aspect of
Arrington 's and Bitton's work that is
criticized by some is the lack of
cohesion between chapters. Many
chapters could stand on their own as
autonomous essays, most notably
the chapters "Mormon Sisterhood:
Charting the Changes" and "Church
and Kingdom: Creative Adjustment
and Reinvigoration." Indeed, I first
started reading the book in the
middle and then jumped from
chapter to chapter-usually not a
good way to read a book, but for this
volume the method worked.

The documentation is ample, yet
it is somewhat frustrating that the
notes are listed at the end of the
book only under the chapter
number, making it necessary to flip
back and forth to find correct
references. In the appendix is the
Bibliographical Essay which
illuminates, somewhat, the task of
collating and integrating the scores
of works used in preparing a volume
such as this. Many of these works are
only newly accessible, particularly
journals. These help to add a novelty
to many accounts.
Facts do not speak for themselves,
and this is the attitude that Leonard
Arrington and Davis Bitton appear to
have taken in producing this
interpretive history of the Church of
Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.
Historical outlooks may often
change with the passage of time, but
The Mormon Experience is to be
recommended as a work that will
endure.

-Eric D. Winegar
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How to Milk a Cow by Hand

PaulH . .Johnson

N TODAY'S URBAN SOCIE1Y,
many people are completely
out of touch with agriculture. Those
unfamiliar with dairy farming may
not even realize that milk does not
originate in grocery stores. But
Americans haven't always been this
ignorant about milking cows.
Although today's modern dairy
farmer uses automatic milking
machines to milk his cows, as
recently as fifty years ago all milking
was done by hand. At that time many

I

more people were involved with
agriculture, and those who weren't
often had a family milk cow. It wasn't
unusual to have the experience of
milking a cow by hand. Today,
however, very few have this skill. So,
in order to restore contact with a
world many have never known, this
paper will explain the process of
milking a cow by hand.
Although it is possible to milk a
cooperative cow out in an open field
using only a bucket, basic milking
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Fig. 1, Milking booth
Paul H . .Johnson is a senior majoring in business management and
minoring in English and .Japanese. He grew up on a farm in Idaho
Falls, Idaho, where he still lives. He believes in the old maxim, "Yo u
can take the boy off the farm , but you can't take the farm out of the
boy ."
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Fig. 2. Washing equipment

hot water

washing bucket

equipment makes the task easier.
Standard equipment includes a barn
with a milking booth, a supply of
rolled oats, a washing bucket, a

about one-half gallon of oats per
cow per milking.
Washing equipment consists of
the washing bucket, the washcloth,

a set of hobbles
hobbles on a cow

Fig. 3. Hobbles
washcloth, hot water, a set of
and hot water (fig. 2). The washing
hobbles, a milk bucket, and a stool. A bucket should be a leakproof,
cap, a short rope, and a radio are
one-gallon bucket, and any old
optional.
washcloth will do . One-half gallon of
A milking booth is a stall for a cow
hot water will usually get a cow clean
to stand in while being milked. It
enough for milking.
should have a stanchion in which to
Hobbles are leg restraints. A set
lock the cow's head, a trough for
consists of two horseshoe-shaped
feeding the cow grain, and a
clamps and a connecting chain. Each
drainage gutter which channels
clamp is made by taking a piece of
cattle waste products outside the
one-quarter inch thick steel, two
barn (fig. 1). Rolled oats are oats that
inches wide and six inches long, and
have been crushed and flattened to
bending it in the center until the two
make them more palatable. Use
ends are about one and one-half
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value and condition.
The first steps in the milking
process are preparatory. Fill the
milk bucket with one-half gallon of
hot water and tote it out to the barn.
Set the milking booth stanchion in
the open position. Place one-half
gallon of rolled oats in the trough in
front of the stanchion. ( Oats not only
serve as bait to get the cow into the
barn, but they also pacify the cow
during milking and increase her
milk production.
Let the cow into the barn. With a
little prodding, she will come in and
stick her head through the stanchion
to eat the grain. Immediately, close
the stanchion, locking her in. If she
is not locked in right away, she will
quickly eat her grain and then rudely
leave before you can completely
milk her.

inches apart. The chain slides
through a slit in the rounded part of
each clamp, linking the clamps
together. The clamps fit over the
tendons of the cow's back legs; the
chain goes on the inside of the legs.
Pull the chain tight so there is no
slack between the two clamps. This
brings the cow's legs close together,
restricting her movement (fig. 3).
The milk bucket should hold
about three gallons and be made of
nicely polished metal; it should be
clean (fig. 4). A stool about fifteen
inches high is needed to sit on. A
smooth finish on the seat is a must
(fig. 5).
A cap, such as a baseball cap, isn't
completely necessary for quality
milking, but it does keep your hair
clean. A short rope about two feet
long can be used to control the

--Fig. 4. Clean
cow's tail, and an AM/ FM radio
makes milking more pleasant (fig.
6). It is convenient to keep the oats,
washing bucket, washcloth, hobbles,
rope, and stool in the barn; the milk
bucket should be kept in the house.
The cap and radio may be kept in
either place, depending on their

milk bucket
Next, put the hobbles on the cow.
Cows kick, so put the hobbles on
carefully. Adjust the chain on the
hobbles so that the cow's legs are as
close together as possible. The
hobbles keep the cow from kicking
and from putting her feet into the
milk bucket.
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the milk bucket while you are
milking. Keep the water in the
washing bucket, and set it aside for
future use.

Cows often swat flies with their
tails while being milked. A wise
milker avoids being struck by the
cow's tail (which is usually unclean)

short rope

Fig. 5. Milking stool
radio

cap

Fig . 6. Optional equipment
by tying it down. Tie one end of a
short rope to the tail and the other
end to the chain on the hobbles (fig.7).
Now, pour the hot water from the
milk bucket into the washing bucket.
Cows lounge around in their corrals
and often get quite dirty. Wash any
big chunks of straw or dirt off the
sides and back of the cow. Then sit
down on the stool and wash off the
cow's udder and teats. If the cow is
not washed carefully, unappetizing
bits of dirt and straw might fall into
84

After these preliminary steps, you
are ready to begin milking the cow.
The cow's udder is separated into
quarters-two front quarters and
two hind quarters (fig. 8). The two
front quarters usually contain the
most milk, so it's a good idea to
begin milking them first. Sit on the
stool, facing the cow, and hold the
milk bucket between your legs by
clamping them against the sides of
the bucket. (This frees your hands
for milking.) Place your head in the

Milk a Cow

short rope

Fig. 7. Tying down the tail
indentation between the thigh of the slightly; try to establish a steady
cow's hind leg and her stomach. This milking rhythm. Be careful to point
is another measure to keep the cow
the tips of the teats into the bucket
from kicking. (This is also where the
when squeezing them. With
baseball cap comes in handy.) Reach
practice, you will be able to force a
under the cow and grasp the far teat long, wide stream of milk out with
with the hand nearest the cow's
every squeeze.
stomach; grasp the near teat with the
A teat is "milked out" when
hand nearest the cow's hind legs.
"stripping" it fails to force out
This is milking position (fig. 9).
additional milk. To "strip," pinch the
Wrap the four fingers around the
base of the teat between the thumb
teat; the thumb is bent so it is
and index finger and, applying
pointing down and is tucked
steady pressure, pull the two fingers
between the teat and the fingers. The down the length of the teat to the tip
hand should be placed near the
(fig. 11). The milking job is finished
base, not at the tip , of the teat to get
when all four quarters are milked
the best squeezing leverage (fig. 10). out. Always make sure all four are
Alternate hands, and squeeze the
completely milked out, even if all
teats while pulling down on them
the milk will not be used. Failing to

front quarters

Fig . 8. Cow's udder
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milk the cow completely causes the
cow discomfort and results in
decreased milk production.
During the milking process be
aware that the cow does not always
enjoy being milked. After eating her
grain, she will often get fidgety. She
will demonstrate her discomfort by
swatting with her tail, kicking with

Although an AM/FM radio is a
luxury piece of milking equipment,
it is a worthwhile one. The radio
entertains the milker and helps him
to establish a good milking rhythm.
It also soothes the cow and may even
help her give more milk. It is
rumored that cows prefer country
western music over any other type.

Fig . 9. Milking position
her feet, and relieving herself in the
drainage gutter. If the cow becomes
unruly, stop milking, stand up, and
calm her down before continuing
the milking process. Reassuring
language and gentle pats on the back
usually calm a cow, but sometimes
stronger measures need to be taken.
Always guard the milk to prevent
contaminants from falling into it.

Upon finishing the milking, check
the cow to see if she has cuts or
scrapes on her teats; if she does, put
salve on them. Then take the
hobbles off the cow, unlock the
stanchion and let her out of the barn.
Clean up any mess she leaves behind
her by rinsing the gutter out with the
set-aside wash water. Return to the
house with the raw milk. Wasn't that fun?

Fig. 10. Hand position

Fig. 11. Stripping
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